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INTRODUCTION 


For about five years (1S49-1S54) George Gilfillan’s position 
as a critic was one of vcr\’ great influence. It may be doubted 
whether even Carlyle had more power over 3mung minds. 
These years were the period of a movement. There was a 
thrill in the air, a belief that the new world was at hand. 
This was felt bej^ond his immediate circle; it stirred in the 
books of the Brontes, the socialism of Ivingsley, and the 
passionate preaching of Kossutli and l\Iazzini. Of course it 
appealed chieflj’- to young minds. 

Still arc they equal — fit for weepinp or for laughter. 

The flight they still admire; the flash with pleasure sec. 

There was something, perhaps much of fever in it, but it 
helped Gilfillan to break into the depths of his genius. Almost 
everj'’ literarj’’ aspirant in the country sent his manuscripts to 
the Dundee critic; wherever he went to lecture or preach he 
was followed by admiring crowds. Such moods cannot last; 
their tension was manifest in ICingsley wth his steady 
" ambition to die,” and in Gilfillan and Dobell mth their 
anticipation of the speedj’’ return of Christ. Aytoun’s Fir- 
milian : a Spasmodic Tragedy was the literary death-blow to 
the movement, but even if that brilliant satire had never been 
written, the movement would have gone the way of dreams. 
It ended as a matter of fact vnth Thackerayism in literature 
and wth Palmerstonianism in politics. BIr. Gilfillan went 
on waiting till the last, and he never wrote better than in the 
closing years of his life; but his empire was over. Since his 
death his books have been almost forgotten, and he is not 
so much as named by Professor Saintsbury in his History of 
Criticism. StiU he can never be ignored in any full record 
of Victorian literature. 

George Gil fill an was the son of a Secession minister at 
Comrie, where he was bom in 1813. VTien he was thirteen 
years old his father died, and he entered Glasgow College, 
where he became a class fellow of Archibald Campbell Tait, 
afterwards Archbishop of Canterbury. Among his professors 
were Sir Daniel Sandford, Robert Buchanan, and James 
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Milne. At that tune the Glasgow students elected Thomas 
Campbell the poet to the office of Lord Rector, and GilfiUan 
always remembered with delight the day when Campbell 
came to be installed, and to deliver his inaugural address. 
Gilffilan did not distinguish himself as a student, but he 
attracted attention as an essayist. When he read a paper 
on the " Association of Ideas ” in Buchanan’s class room, the 
first words of the professor’s criticism were: “ We have got 
a young Ch alm ers among us.” His mind was intensely active, 
and he read veiy widely. The first man to influence him 
was Christopher North, and he never was free from that spell. 
His desire was to be a literary man, but he proceeded to study 
for the ministry in the Theological Hall of his church. This 
took him to Edinbtugh, where he came in contact more or 
less with many eminent men, including Wilson, Chalmers, 
and JeflErey. From Wilson he received some indirect encour- 
agement, and his interest in poetry was greatly stimulated. 
In 1836, when he was only twenty-four, he was appointed 
minister of the' School Wynd Congregation, Dundee, with a 
stipend of ;^220 a year, and a manse. A year later he was 
married to Margaret Valentine. He threw himself into 
preaching,, and his bold and unconventional style attracted 
large congregations, though he was by no means without his 
troubles. He continued to be minister in the same sphere till 
his life closed in 1878, and his power and his eccentricity 
kept round him many admirers, and made him perhaps the 
most outstanding figure in Dundee. It was through Thomas 
Aird, the poet, that he found opportunity for literary work- 
In 1837 Aird visited Dundee to attend the funeral of a brother 
who had been a member of GilfiUan’s church, and then their 
friendship began. Aird’s poem, " The Devil’s Dream,” is 
still remembered, and he was a close friend of Thomas Carlyle 
and of Christopher North. He wrote much in Blackwood, 
and was editor of the Dumfriesshire and Galloway Herald- 
Aird, though be was not in a position to pay Gilfillan for his 
contributions, allowed him to write in his paper the literarj' 
sketches afterwards published as A Gallery of Literary For’ 
traits. He began in 1840. The articles, though printed in a 
provincial paper, attracted considerable attention. The first 
portrait in this volume was read by Carlyle, who thought it 
was written by Aird. Carlyle -wrote to Aird: " It is a noble 
panegyric — a picture painted by a poet, which means with 
mo a m.an of insight and of heart; decisive, sharp of outline, 
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fries'. Ar< 1 raid, hin beinr. a Calvinist liJissonlitn: ininistei 
ctnnor.tiraliv fi.ved and spirit nally v.ilh ■.a:ch i;erininatioitn in 
him. forces to be vrr>' reserved with him." Ihil the two 
men met both in Dumfries nnd in l-fmdon, and had much 
fricndlv int'.-rconrre. Carlyle, with chavactcrislic kindness, 
endeavoured to helj) on his bool:. Hr wrote in November 
iS.to to Lockhart, them editor of tlie Qua>Ut}y : " A poor 
meritorious Scotcltman, n burfther minister it> Dtindce, of 
the natnc of Gilfillan, has published a book — T believe at his 
own expense too, poor fellow — under the title Gallny of 
Literary Portraits or some .such thing; and is about sending. 


a.s in duty bound, a copy to the Quarterly. I know not 
whether this poor bool: will in the least lie in your way : but 
to prevent you throwing it aside without so much as looking 
at it, I write now to bear witness that the man is really a 
person of superior j^arls; and that his book, of which I have 
read some of the sections, first published in a country news- 
paper that comes to me, is worlhj’ of being looked at a little 
by you, — that j'ou may decide then, with cause shown, 
whether there is anything to be clone wdth it. I am afraid 
not ver^'' much. A strange, oriental. Scriptural style; full of 
fervour, and crude, gloomy fire, — a kind of opium style. 
However, you must look a little, and s.ay. 

“ This testimony I have volunteered to send, having seen 
the man as well as his writing; and now this is all I have to 
say. The antecedents to this step, and the corollaries that 
follow from it on your part and on mine arc not needed to be 
written. I believe you wall do me the lionour (a very great 
honour as times go) to believe what I have w-ritten; and the 
helping of a poor fellow that has merit, when he can be helped 
—this, I take it, is at all times felt to be a pleasure and a 
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blessing by you as by me. And so enough of it,” Lockhart 
does not seem to have taken any notice of this appeal, but 
when the Gallery of Literary Portraits was published Gilfillan did 
not want for friends. The book had a hearty reception both 
in this country and in America. It was published by William 
Tait, the proprietor of Tail's Magazine. Tail was the Radical 
rival to the Conservative Blackwood. Though by no means 
on the literary level of Blackwood, it had a proportion of good 
articles, including many contributions from Thomas De 
Quincey. The first Gallery of Literary Portraits had the high 
distinction of being reviewed elaborately by De Quincey in 
papers that are to be found in his collected works. Gilfillan 
became a frequent contributor to Tait, and he found an 
outlet also in a popular and meritorious Edinburgh magazine 
of the time which bore the singular title of Hogg’s Instrttctor. 
His writings were acceptable among the English Noncon- 
formists, and he contributed to their leading periodicals, the 
British Quarterly Review, edited by Dr. Robert Vaughan, and 
the Eclectic Review, edited by Dr. Thomas Price. He was 
invited immediately to lecture at the Edinburgh Philo- 
sophical Institution, in London, and in many places through- 
out the country. To a very large class the combination of 
literary %vith religious interests was very attractive. Sydney 
Dobell Avrote: “ Here is an orthodox divine who proclaims 
that ' a powerful cause of our recent refined scepticism may 
be found in the narrow, bigoted, and unworthy notions of 
Christianity which prevail, in the obstinacy with which they 
arc retained, and in the contrast thus presented to the liberal 
and fluent motion of the general age.’ . . . Here is a pliilo- 
sophcr, the friend of Carlyle, the panegyrist of Emerson, 
sitting and in his right mind at the feet of Christ. Here is a 
man burning in zeal, adamantine in faith, but rvho steps out 
to spiritual combat with the difficulties of the day, crying, 

' It will not do now to skulk from the field under a flight of 
nicknames. It vdll not do to call our opponents miscreants 
and monsters. While we state their doubts, let us pity the 
pain and sorrow, amounting almost to distraction and despair, 
which attend them ; and let us inquire, if we have no diffi- 
culties, may it not be because wc have never thought at all ? ' ” 
Gilfillan found close friends among some of the most 
brilli.ant men of the day. Davdd Scott, the painter, was one; 
Samuel Brown, the famous chemist, was another, and a third 
was Ihofcssor J. P. Nichol of Glasgow, the father of the late 
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Professor John Nichol. Another friend was Emerson, who 
visited him in Dundee. Longfellow was also a frequent and 
cordial correspondent. 

But perhaps the most substantial recognition was that 
which GUfillan received from young men with literary 
ambitions. They sent him their manuscripts and their 
books. Generous and warm-hearted to a degree, Gilfillan 
took endless troubles for his young admirers. He criticised; 
he praised when he could; he found publishers in many 
cases ; and he was so lavish in the gifts he bestowed out of his 
small means that his wife had practically to deprive him of 
money. Two at least of the associations thus formed deserve 
to be somewhat fully described. I refer to his " discovery ” 
of Sydney Dobell and Alexander Smith. 

The biographer of Sydney Dobell says; " An extract 
from the ' Roman ’ published in Taii’s Magazine had excited 
a good deal of attention, and was probably the first motive of 
a correspondence between its author and the Rev. G^jorge 
Ghfillan." I have reason, however, to believe that it was 
through Mr. Gilfillan that the extract from Dobell’s manu- 
script poem was printed in Taii. Dobell wrote to him under 
date May 3, 1849: " I am not eishamed to tell you that your 
words have given me great happiness — whoso has been in 
great doubt can fancy how lively — and it is due to that free 
philanthropy which has thrown such largess to an impor- 
tunate stranger, to say that happiness is, I believe and tinst, 
the poorest part of the alms. If in after years I should ever 
be called ' Poet ’ you ^vill know that my success is, in some 
sort, your work. And in that knowledge I feel that such a 
nature as yours \vill be best thanked.” When the first edition 
of the Roman was published by Mr. Bentley at the beginning 
of April 1850, it was received with universal commendation. 
Gilfillan sounded its praises wherever he went, and Dobell 
was not lacking in appreciation of liis friend. In a short- 
lived Edinburgh magazine, the Palladinm, edited by a Con- 
gregational minister, the Rev. Ninian Wight, Dobell wrote 
articles on Ghfillan’s Galleries of Literary Portraits, and on 
his Bards of the Bible. It was to the same periodical that 
Dobell contributed his magnificent panegyric of Wnthering 
Heights, and he may be said to have been the first writer who 
truly appreciated the genius of Emily Bronte, though he 
believed that the books of Emily and Charlotte came from 
the same hand. In subsequent letters Dobell refers cordially 
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to Gilfillan. Writing in 1850 to Dr. Samuel Brown he says: 
“ Our noble Mend Gilfillan has spoken with much tender 
anxiety of you.” Gilfillan introduced Dobell to Carlyle, and 
at Carlyle’s request the articles written by Dobell on Currer 
Bell, on Newman, and on the Bards of the Bible were sent to 
him. Carlyle wrote: “ I have read your three articles in the 
prescribed order with a real pleasure and interest: it is by no 
means every day one sees such a busy, swift, sharp cutting 
brain and such an ardent, hoping heart pouring themselves 
forth in the way of hterature as are manifest here.” In 1854 
Dobell writes : ” G ilfillan , who disappointed us on Friday, 

made his appearance last Tuesday morning, and spent the 
day with us. He seems to me the very incarnation of force: 
not power but force.” It was in 1854 that Dobell pubUshed 
Balder, and the book was on the whole most unfavourably 
• received. As Dobell’s biographer says, nothing could have 
been in greater contrast to the enthusiastic reception given 
to the Roman. DobeU had himself a whole-hearted belief in 
its quality and in its future. It was his dehberate judgment 
that there was as much poetry in many a chapter of Balder 
as in the whole of the Roman. But while assuredly there are 
many fine things in Balder, it is now practically forgotten. 
Gilfillan at first praised it, but afterwards recanted and spoke 
of it as " that hideous spasm of a true poet.” Though the 
intercourse between Gilfflan and Dobell does not seem to 
have been prolonged much beyond 1855, there remained a 
very friendly feeUng between them. 

Alexander Smith had a far more sudden and startling 
success than ever fell to Sydney DobeU. It may be worth 
while setting down the facts of the connection between him 
and GilfiUan with fulness and accuracy, as they are often 
mis-stated. In that exceUent and modest book. The Early 
Years of Alexander Smith, by the Rev. T. Brisbane, published 
in 1869, most of the particulars will be found. Mr. Brisbane 
says that before Smith sent his manuscripts to Gilfillan he 
had been for several years an ardent admirer of the critic. 
" Evcrj'thing from the pen of that gifted minister of Dundee 
was hailed and diligently perused by him; and on every 
occ.^ion of his visiting Glasgow as a preacher or lecturer 
Smith was certain to be one of his hearers. No man in 
Scotland wielded at that time so great an influence over 
young aspiring minds intent on self-culture as Mr. Gilfillan; 
n-nd among others Smith was attracted to him by his hearty. 
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impartial appreciation of genius, and the bold utterance of 
his comdetions. By his wTitings in Hogg’s Insiructor, the 
Edeciic, the Critic, etc., Smith's mind was in no slight degree 
stimulated. Several of his early friends remember him 
speaking frequently of tivo articles especially from Gilfillan's 
pen , which appeared in Hogg’s htsinicior in July 1S45, on 
' Genius,' as containing sentences which greatly quickened 
his latent faculties, and, to use his own words, ‘ haunted my 
mind for months.' Hence, at length, emboldened by ]Mr. 
Gilfillan’s commendations of the Roman by Sydney Yendys 
or Dobell, Smith, after consultation with tivo of his young 
friends of the Addisonian Society, resolved to submit a selec- 
tion of his poems to him whom he had so long admired, and 
from whose writings he had derived so much benefit. Con- 
sequently in April 1S51, he sent a small parcel of MS. accom- 
panied by a modest letter, soliciting criticism and adrdee, 
to Dundee.” After some time Gilfillan sent back a letter 
so appreciative, encouraging, and eulogistic that Smith was 
filled rvith unwonted joy, and stirred to greater activitj'. In 
October 1S51 Gilfillan VTOte a notice of Smith’s manuscript 
poems in the Edeciic Review. Immediately after Gilfillan 
happened to be preaching in Glasgow and met Smith for the 
first time. . He introduced Smith to Professor Nichol and to 
the professor’s son, Jlr. John Nichol, then a student, and 
afterwards Professor of English Literature in the University 
of Glasgow. Dr. Nichol remained to his death an ardent and 
steadfast friend. 

But the real introduction of Smith took place in 1S52. At 
that time Mr. Edward W. Cox, who attained so marked a 
success in other fields of journalism, was endeavouring to 
establish a literary paper called the Critic. It was published 
fortnightly and contained contributions from such men as 
W. M. Rossetti, Yfilliam MaccaU, and Gilfillan. Francis 
Espinasse, who is happily still with us, was the life and soul 
of the paper. It had considerable vigour, but was too ir- 
regular and too much made up of extracts to be a serious 
rival to the Aiheuaum. How’ever, at that time it had a good 
circulation, and when Gilfillan published a long article on “A 
New Poet in Glasgow ” in which he not only gave copious 
extracts from several of the manuscripts before him but 
published some of the poems entire, there was something 
like a sensation. ]Mx. Gilfillan accounted for his ^e^^ewing 
poems of a li\-ing writer which were still only in manuscript 
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by saying; " His aim is at present partly to get his poetry 
printed, but principally .to work up hi.s way to a situation 
more congenial to his mind, more worthy of his powers, and 
allowing him more leisure for his favourite pursuits.” He 
called specially on Glasgow friends, ever generous and 
warm-hearted, to look to it that they neglect not one of the 
finest poets — perhaps indeed, one promising to be the finest 
since Campbell — ^their good city had produced,” This 
brought friends round Smith, and he soon found a publisher 
in IVIr. David Bogue, It ought to be noted that when Gil- 
fiUan wrote, heralding a new poet, he had never seen or heard 
-Lf/e Drama, and could not consequently write about it. 
What Smith sent him was a collection of short poems. Smith 
r^olved to fuse the poems into one by detaching, transposing, 
piecing, uniting, and supplementing, Mr, Gilfillan expressed 
doubts as to the feasibility of the plan, but when A Life 
Drama appeared at the close of the year 1852 it had a remark- 
able reception. Smith imm ediately became famous. George 
Meredith wrote a sonnet to Smith in the Critic, and nearly 
all the reviewers were enthusiastic in their praise. Smith 
obtained the appointment of secretary to the University of 
Edinburgh, and he never ceased to own his obligations to 
the man who had helped him into fame. 

^ But the reaction came which greatly and permanently 
injured George Gilfillan’s reputation and influence. It can 
hardly be doubted that the reaction was largely due to the 
publication of Balder. No doubt reaction was inevitable, 
but Balder, it must be confessed, offered a tempting target, 
V. E. Aytoun in Firmilian inflicted an almost deadly blow 
on what he called the ” Spasmodic School.” The name 
stuck, and the event was remembered. Firmilian was partly 
published in Blackwood’s Magazine, and appeared in book 
form under the title Firmilian. or the Student of Badajoz : a 
::>pasmodic Tragedy, by T, Percy Jones. It can only be under- 
stood by those familiar with the writings of the school. But 
a specimen may be given of the “ Spasms 


Let the hoarse thunder rend the vault of heaven, 
Vea, shake stars by tnsTi.nds from their bouehs, 

I shake the fruitape down: — 

^t the red liphtnini; shoot athw-art the s^ 
fcntanghn^ comets by their spoomfnt; hair, 

T-Jr'i'j 5.^'’ zodiac belt, and canyint; dread 
o old Onon. and v*h{«pcrinij hound; — 
i^t the glory of thh deed be mine! 


Introduction 


XV 


Gilfillan, who introduced under his pseudonym “Apollo- 
dorus,” was treated udth special cruelty: — 

Why do mca call me a presumptuous cur, 

A vapouring blockhead, and a turgid fool, 

A common nuisance and a charlatan? 

The effect was immediate and marked. Sydney Dobell wrote 
Keith of RavcJston, the 15010 by which he is remembered ; 
Alexander Smith, through the rest of Iiis short life, -wrote 
much good poetry and prose. Gilfillan continued to produce 
many critic^ and biographical essa5's, but none of the three 
ever quite regained the ear of the public. 

^^^len A Life Drama was pubhshed -tlie Athencewn re- 
•viewed it favourably, but on January 3, 1857, when Alexander 
Smith was about to publish his second book, there appeared 
an article headed " The Last New Poet," in wliich he was 
charged with plagiarism on a large scale. I believe the paper 
was written by Mr. William Allingham, who by the way had 
been a correspondent of Gilfillan, and had received encourage- 
ment from him. Mr. W. M. Rossetti has said that the charge 
^vas urged " \vith more zeal and success than real cogency of 
proof.” At the time Shirley Brooks took up the cudgels for 
Smith in Punch. He parodied Allingham’s parallels thus — 

" In Mr. Smith’s City Poems, he says — 

‘ And bees are busy in the yellow hive.’ 

" What says Dr. Watts ? — 

‘ How doth the btisy, busy bee.’ 

” Mr. Smith — 

‘ The age demands her hero.' 

“ Lord B5Ton — 

‘ I want a hero, an uncommon want.’ ’’ 

and concluded by saying that " there is no single word in all 
Mr. Smith’s poetry that has not been pre-viously used by 
somebody else." 

It should be said, however, that Sydney Dobell, afterwards 
a warm friend of Smith’s, had wai-tten to Gilfillan as earl}'- as 
1S52 as follo\vs: ” Truly there are some magnificent things in 
his (Alexander Smith’s) contributions to the Critic, but the 
more I see of his poetry the more I am impressed with a certain 
dread of plagiarism which seized me, if you remember, the 
first time I read your extracts. Not so much plariarism 
iotidem verbis as . . . that most fatal plagiarism whose 
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originality consists in reversing well-known medals.” Mr. 
P. J. Bailey, the author of Festus, believed that Smith had 
plagiarised from him, and late in life stated this very strongly, 
as I know, both in speech and in print. But certainly Smith 
was unconscious of plagiarism. 

Another of Gilfillan's " discoveries ” was John Stanyan 
Bigg, a journalist in Ulverston, the son of a Wesleyan 
minister. He wrote Night and the Soul, but never achieved 
a vogue. To Gerald Massey GhfiUan was also specially kind. 
I have printed Ms essays on Dobell, Smith, Bigg, and Massey 
as interesting in their way and belonging to liter^^ history. 
To the end of his life he was a patron of yormg authors. 
Robert Buchanan’s first volume was dedicated to Mm, and 
Mr. Hall Caine -wrote to me in 1892 acknowledging his obliga- 
tions to the critic. He tells how he sent his long poem of 
1874 to GilfiUan: ” Gilfillan was a man of much mark at that 
time, writing frequently, lecturing constantly, travelling a 
great deal, and still preaching every week. Nevertheless he 
read my poem and wrote me two letters about it of so much 
warmth and praise, and so much candour of criticism, that 
my ambition, if it had ever smouldered, must have been fired 
afresh, and my best energies put on their mettle.” 

Gilfillan published Ms Second Gallery of Literary Portraits 
in 1849. In 1850 he issued The Bards of the Bible, wMch has 
been the most popular of his books. In 1852 he sent out a 
spirited little volume entitled Martyrs, Heroes, and Bards of 
the Scottish Covenant. In 1854 appeared the third and last 
Gallery of Literary Portraits. In 1856 he published a kind of 
autobiography entitled The History of a Man — part fact, part 
fiction. The History of a Man was very severely criticised, 
and Hugh Miller, in the Witness, came to the rescue " in a 
paper, for the generous recognition, strong defence, and 
brotherly sympathy of which I felt then and feel now profound 
gratitude.” So GilfiUan wrote in his later years. He 
published also several volumes made up of sermons: Chris- 
tianity and our Era, Alpha and Omega, and Modern Christian 
Heroes. In 1867 there appeared Night : a Poem. He woto 
in 1S70 a short life of Sir Walter Scott. But Ms main 
work was his Library edition of the British Poets. It was 
published by James Nichol of Edinburgh, brother of Professor 
Nichol of Glasgow. Six volumes appeared every year, and 
llicy were issued by subscription at a guinea for the set. The 
scries began with 7000 subscribers, and continued fairly 
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successful till the end. At first Gilfillan edited the text, but 
aftenv-ards that part of the Avork was committed to Charles 
Cowden Clarke, and Gilfillan merely contributed introductions. 
On this part of his work I may quote the judgment of D. G. 
Rossetti in a letter to I\Ir. Hall Caine; “I remember your 
mentioning Gilfillan as having encouraged your first efforts. 
He w'as powerful, though sometimes rather ‘ tall ’ as a n-riter, 
generally most just as a critic, and lastly, a much better man, 
intellectually and morally, than Aytoun, who tried to ‘ do for ’ 
him. His notice of Sn-ift, in the volume in question, has 
very great force and eloquence. His whole edition of the 
British Poets is the best of any to read, being such fine type 
and convenient bulk and weight (a great thing for an arm- 
chair reader). Unfortunatel}', he now and then (in the Less- 
Read Poets) cuts down the extracts almost to nothing, and in 
some cases excises objectionabilities, which is unpardonable. 
Much better leave the whole out. Also, the edition includes 
the usual array of nobodies — Addison, Akenside, and the 
whole alphabet do^vn to Zany and Zero; whereas a great 
many of the less-read would have been much-read by every 
worthy reader if they had only been printed in full. So well 
printed an edition of Donne (for instance) would have been a 
great boon; but from him Gilfillan only gives (among the 
less-read) the admirable Progress of the Soul, and some of the 
pregnant Holy Sonnets. Do you know Donne? There is 
hardly an English poet better worth a thorough knowledge, in 
spite of his provol^g conceits and occasional jagged jargon." 

During his later years Mr. Gilfillan was a constant con- 
tributor to the Dundee Advertiser, then under the care of 
the late Sir John Leng. Manjr of his articles showed him at 
' his best as a genial and generous critic. He continued active 
' in the work of his church and in the public life of the city till 
his sudden death in 187S. He was accorded the honours of 
; a public funeral, and the many testimonies from all sides to 
his worth showed the place he had made for himself among 
■' ; those who knew him best. 

I do not claim for him a permanent place in litcratmre. His 
faults are on the surface, and they lend themselves but too 
' easil}’- to ridicule and caricature. He had no measure or self- 
", restraint; his work was hast}’-; he frequently contradicted 
'/ himself, and he wanted the sa\'ing sense of humour which a 
^ prose poet needs most of all men. The Scot, it has been truly 
: said, has aln’ays been the Scjdhian of literature, coming in 
' B 34S 
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with barbaric vigour from the out-field, and making shorl 
work of forms and conventions. Bums, Wilson, and Carlyk 
are marked illustrations. From Wilson, Gilfillan mainl} 
drew. But the old story of the Roman and the Goth ha; 
been repeated even in Wilson’s case, and much sooner ii 
GilfiUan's. The shepherd says in Nodes AmbrosiantB 
“ Wi’ respeck to mere literary men, O, dear me, sir! hoo I dc 
gaunt [yawn] when they come out to Mount Bengerl The) 
canna shute, they canna fish, they canna loup [leap], the) 
canna warsle [wrestle], they canna soom [swim], they canns 
put the stane, they canna fling the hammer, they canna ever 
drive a gig." All true, but the Cockney critics have practi' 
caUy wiped out the Nodes. “ The large succulent Goth, witl 
eyes azure as the heavens, and locks like golden sunbeams,’ 
went down before the drilled, dark-eyed little Roman. Thf 
want of discipline was fatal. 

His warm friend, Samuel Brown, wrote to him: “ Do b( 
careful with your second edition. Out with many ^ a littl: 
vulgarism of expression. They offend many good judges tc 
the sold, and they add nothing to their effect. Jeffrey wa; 
irritated every now and then by this stumbling-stone. Wipe 
them all clean out; there are htmdreds of them. If I were 
you, I would also put away the mostly ill-founded and rm^ 
necessary anecdotes which you have sprinkled your page; 
withal so liberally. These, I am sure, are sound advices, anc 
they are out of the very core of friendship.” Still with al 
reservations Gilfillan had great merits. No one perceived 
earlier or more steadfastly the greatness of Shelley. Hazliti 
and Lamb were hailed by Gilfillan at a time when many 
critics miserably under-rated them. Of Macaulay, GUfiUar 
from the first took his o^vn view undismayed by the clamom 
of the hour. The justice of one estimate from which he nevei 
deviated has yet to be decided. From first to last he un- 
hesitatingly put Tennyson in the second rank of English 
poets. (George Meredith remembers a Surrey walk with 
Tennyson in 1S51 shortly after a criticism by Gilfillan had 
appeared in the Critic. Every now and then the irate bard 
paused, drew himself up, and said: " But Apollodorus says I 
am not a poet.”) Above all, he had the saving virtue ol 
enthusiasm. 

^^’l^cn he died Dr. Hutchison Stirling ■wrote to Mrs. Gil- 
fillan: “ 1 most deeply deplore with you the too early loss ol 
tills invaluable life. The sad news shocked me and dcep])i 
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grieved. The Church has lost its most eloquent and honest 
pastor; literature its foremost and most genial critic — a man 
of true genius who could not vnitc a sentence that had not in 
some way the virtue of his inspiration in it," There are many 
besides Stirling, and the present vriter is one, who can never 
speak of George Gilfillan with judicial impartiality. Tliey 
cannot think of what he was unthout remembering what he 
was to them. 

I have indicated in each of the following essays the source 
from which it is taken. They are mostly selected on the 
ground of the author’s o^vn preferences. 

In 1S92 was published George Gilfillan' s Letters and Journals, 
with Memoir by Robert A. Watson, M.A., D.D., and Eliza- 
beth S. Watson. This gives a good account of Gilfillan's 
character and public labours, -with many interesting extracts 
from his letters and journals. 

W. ROBERTSON NICOLL. 

igog. 


The following is a list of his published works: — 

Hades, or the Unseen pennon), I843; Gallery of Literary Portraits 
(from the Dumfries Herald), ist series, 1845; and ser., 1850; 3rd ser., 
1854; re-issue, 1856-7; Alpha and Omega, or a Series of Scripture Studies, 
1B50; Book of British Poesy, with an Essay on British Poetry, 1851; 
Bards of the Bible, 1851; Martyrs, Heroes, and Bards of the Scottish 
Covenant, 1852; the Fatherhood of God, 1854; Life of Robert Bums, 
1856,1879; History of a Man: a Semi-Autobio§rapbical Romance, 1S56; 
Christiani^ and our Era, 1857; Remoter Stars m the Church Sky, 1867; 
Night: a Poem, 1867; Modem Christian Heroes (including Milton, Crom- 
well, and the Puritans), i86g; Life of Sir Walter Scott, 1870, X871 ; Comrie 
and its Neighbourhood, 1872; Life of the Rev. William Anderson of 
Glasgow, 1873; Sketches, literary and Theological, from an xmpublished 
manuscript, 1881. 

Lectures and Essavs; — Christian Bearings of Astronomy, 1848; Con- 
nection between Science, Literature, and Religion, 1849; The Apocalypse 
of Jesus Christ, 1851; Influence of Bums on Scottish Poetry and Song, 
^855; Christian Missions, 1857; The Age of Lead: a Satire, 1858; Life 
and Works of David Vedder, 1878. He edited The British Poets for 
James Nichol's series, adding memoirs, between 1853-1860, 

Lire: — R. A, Watson and E. S. Watson, Letters and Journals, vdth 
Memoir, 1892; D. Macrae, George Gilfillan, Anecdotes and Reminiscences, 
i8gi. 
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GILFILLAN’S LITERARY 
PORTRAITS 


DR. CHALMERS’ 

There are some subjects which seem absolutely inexhaustible. 
They may be compared to the alphabet, ■which, ^ter 5000 years, 
is capable stiU of new and infinite combinations — or to the sun, 
whose light is as fresh to-day as it was a million of ages ^0 — or 
to space, which has opened her hospitable bosom to myriads on 
myriads of worlds, and has ample room for m}Tnads on myriads 
more. Such a fresh ever-welling theme is Chalmers, and will 
remain so for centuries to come ; and we make no apolo^*^ at all 
for bidding his mighty shade sit once more for its portrait, from 
'no prejudiced or unloving hand. 

We first heard Dr. Ch^mers preach on Sabbath, October 9, 
1831, when introducing the Rev. Jfr. Martin, of St George’s, 
Edinburgh, to his flock. Through the kindness of a friend who 
isat in the church, we obtained, although with difliculty, a seat 
lin the very front of the galler)’’, near a pew in which, on Sabbath, 
iFebruary 8, 1846, we enjoyed a comfortable nap under a sermon 
from the Rev. Dr. Brunton! There was no napping iliat fore- 
noon. We went, we remember, wi'th excited but ^certain 
expectations. We had read Chalmers’s Astronomical Dis- 
courses, and had learned to admire them, but had no clear or 
decided view of their author, and were not ■nuthout certain 
Dissenting prejudices against him. Being near-sighted, and the 
morning being rather dim, we could not catch a distinct glimpse 
of his features. We saw only a dark large mass of man bus'tling 
Up the pulpit stairs, as if in some dread and desperate haste. 
We heard next a hoarse voice, first gi^ving out the psalm in a 
tone of rapid familiar eneig>', and after it was sung, and prayer 
was over, announcing for text, “ He that is unjust let him be 
unjust still {siuU, he pronounced it), he that is filthy (jtililiy, he 
^ From the SeoUish Review, April 1S53. 
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called it), let him be filthy still, and he that is righteous let him 
be righteous still, and he that is holy let him be holy stulV’ 
And then, like an eagle leaxdng a mountain cliff, he launched 
out at once upon his subject, and soared on nnthout any diminu- 
tion of energy or flutter of wing for an hour and more. The 
discourse is published, and most of our readers have probably 
read it. It had two or three magnificent passages, which made 
the audience for a season one soul. A burst especially we 
remember, in reference to the materialism of heaven — “ There 
may be palms of triumph, I do not know' — there may be floods 
of melod)',” etc.; and then he proceeded to show that heaven 
was more a state than a place. On the whole, however, w£ 
were disappointed, as indeed w'e were, at the firet blush, with 
all the Edinbui^h notabilities. Strange as it may seem, neithei 
Wilson, nor Chalmers, nor Professor I^lie, nor Dr. Gordon, noi 
Jeffrey, produced, at first, on us a tithe of the impression which 
many country ministers, whose names are extant only in the 
Lamb’s Book of Life, had easily and ineffaceably left. We 
learned, indeed, afterwards to admire Wilson and Chalmers tc 
the very depths of our hearts; and John Bruce, w'hom at first, 
too, we rather disrelished, became ultimately an idol. But, or 
the whole, our first feeling, in reference to the Edinburgh 
celebrities, lay and cleric, was that of intense and almost 
contemptuous disappointment. 

This feeling would be forgiven by the men themselves, or even 
by the warmest of their admirers, if the)' could have seen us, a 
year or two afterwards, listening to Wilson on the immortality 
of the soul, to John Bruce on the text, “ The sting of death is 
sin,” or to Thomas Chalmers repeating, at the opening of the 
General Assembly of 1S33, the sermon on “ He that is fttll^iy 
let him be julthy still.” That morning opened in all the 
splendour of May — and the Assembly which met knew that 
the Reform Bill had passed since its last session, and that it 
must become perforce a reforming Assembl}' too. Chalmers 
rose to the greatness of the occasion. He “ laid about him 
like a man inspired.” After delivering, with greatly increased 
cncrg)', all the original discourse, he added a new' peroration ol 
prodigious power, drawing the attention of his “ Fathers and 
Brethren ” to the circumstances in w’hich they were placed, and 
to the duties to which they were called. It told like a thunder- 
bolt. Even the galler)-, which w-as half emptv, was absolutely 
electrified ; and the divinity students and young ladies who had 
been perseveringly ogling each other there, were compelled to 
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turn, their eyes and hearts away towards the glowing countenance 
and heaving form of the “ old man eloquent.” 

We occasionally heard him, too, in his class-room, always with 
great interest and often \vith vivid delight. Our tone of enthu- 
siasm, however, was somewhat restrained, from our frequent 
intercourse with his students, who in general over-rated him, 
and were sometimes disposed to cry out, “ It is the voice of a 
god, not of a man,” and whose imitations of his style and manner 
were frequent, and grotesquely unsuccessful. We never but 
once heard him there rise to Ms Mghest pitch. It was at the 
close of a lecture illustrating the character and claims of 
Christianity; when grasping, as it were, all around him (like 
an assaulted man for a sword), in search of a yet stronger proof 
of his point, he lifted up his own Astronoviical Discourses, 
and read — (with a brow flusMng like a crystal goblet newly 
filled with wine — an eye glaring -with sudden excitation — a 
voice “ pealing harsh thunder ” — and a motion as if some 
shirt Of Nessus had just fallen upon Ms shoulders — amid dead 
and almost awful silence) — the following passage: — 

“ Let the priests of another faith ply their prudential ex- 
pedients, and look so wise and so wary in the execution of them; 
but Christianity stands in a higher and firmer attitude. The 
defensive armour of a shrinking or timid policy does not suit her. 
Hers is the naked majesty of truth; and with all the grandeur 
of age, but with none of its infirmities, has she come do^vn to us, 
and gathered new strength from the battles she has won in the 
many controversies of many generations. With such a religion 
as this there is notMng to Mde. All should be above-boards; 
and the broadest light of day should be made fully and freely 
to circulate through all her secrecies. But secrets she has 
none. To her belong the frankness and simplicity of conscious 
greatness.” 

This is eloquent writing; but where the fiery edge of might}'- 
bardic power which seemed to surround it as he spoke? That 
is gone; and the number must fast lessen of those who now can 
remember those strange accompaniments of Chalmers’s eloquence 
— ^the uplifted, half-extracted eye — the large flushed forehead — 
the pallor of -die cheek contrasting with it — the eager lips — ^the 
mortal passion struggling within the heaving breast — the short, 
fin-like, but furious motions of the arms, and the tones of the 
voice, wMch seemed sometimes to be grinding their way down 
into your ear and soul till you were -taken by storm. 

We heard Chalmers once, and only once, .again. It was in a 
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large town in the north of Scotland^ in the spring of 1839; 
audience was crowded, although it was oidy afternoon, i ® 
object of the discourse was to defend' church exteMion. For ^ 
hour or so the lecturer was chiefly employed in statistical details. 
He lifted up, and read occasional extracts from certain dingy? 
and, as he called them, “ delightful ill-spelled letters,” 
working men in support of the object. Toward the end ne 
became more animated, and closed a brilliant burst of ten 
minutes’ duration by quoting the lines of Bums — ■ 

From scenes like these old Scotia’s grandeur springs ; 

These make her loved at home, revered abroad. 

Princes and lords are but the breath of kings, 

An honest man's the noblest work of God. 

The effect was overwhelming. We happened, in leaving 
church, to pass near the orator, and were greally struck with 
the rapt look of his face — 

The wind was down, but still the sea ran high. 

A certain pallid gleam had succeeded the flushed ardour of his 
appearance in the pulpit. It was the last time we were ever to 
gaze on the strange, coarse, but most powerful and meaning - 
countenance of Dr. Chalmers. 

And yet when, years later, we saw Duncan’s picture of him? 
he seemed still alive before us. The leonine massiveness of the 
head, body, and brow — the majestic repose of the attitude — ^tbe 
eye withdrawn upwards into a deep happy dream — the air of 
simple homely grandeur about the whole person and bearing — 
were all those of Chalmers, and combined to prove him the 
Genius of Scotland — the hirsute Forest-God of a rugged but 
true-hearted land. 

It was this air of unshorn power which marked him out from 
all his ecclesiastical contemporaries, and contributed in some 
measure to his popularity. Scotland — the land of mountain 
and of flood — ^loves that her idols shall be large and shaggy- 
Think of her worship of the rough John Knox — of the stalwart 
sons of the Covenant — of Bums and Wilson — the two tameless 
spirits! — and of her own homely, all-reflecting, and simple Sir 
Walter Scott. What cares she, in comparison with these, for 
her polished Robertsons and Jeffreys? Even Edward Innng, 
with all his power, was rather too fee a pulpit artist, too con- 
scious of himself, too much of a dancing bear for her taste. 

It is well remarked by Jeffrey, in vindicating the Scottish 
language from the charge of vulgarity, that it is not the language 
01 a province, like Yorkshire, but of an ancient independent 
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kingdom. So Chalmer.s’s peculiarities and roughness of speech 
were those of the ancient " kingdom of Fife; ” and in his 
“ whuches/’ and his “ fulthies/’ and his bad quantities^ after 
the first blush, there was found a strange antique charm — they 
were of the earth earthly, and suited the stout aboriginal 
character of the man. They were but the rough grating of the 
wheels of the huge and wealthy wain, as it moved homewards 
amid the autumn rivilight, and told of rude plenty and of 
massive power. 

The effects of his eloquence have been often described. Many 
orators have produced more cheers, and shone more in brilliant 
individual points : Chalmers’s power lay in pressing on his whole 
audience before him, through the sheer momentum of genius and 
enthusiasm. He treated his hearers as constituting " one 
mind,” and, was himself “ one strength,” urging it, like a vast 
■stone, upwards. In this he very seldom failed. He might not 
always convince the understandings — ^he often offended the 
tastes; but, unlike Sisyphus, he pushed his stone to the summit 
— he secured at least a temporary triumph. 

This he gained greatly from the intensity of his views, as well 
as from the earnestness of his temperament, and the splendour 
of his genius. He had strong, clear, angular, although often 
one-sided and mistaken, notions on the subjects he touched; 
and these, by incessant reiteration, by endless turning round, by 
dint of dauntless furrowing, he succeeded in ploughing into tire 
minds-of his hearers. Or it seemed a process of siampmg : “ I 
must press such and such a truth on them, whether they hear or 
forbear. I shall stamp on till it is fixed undeniably and for ever 
upon their minds.” Add to this the unconsciousness of himself. 
He never seemed, at least, to be thinking about himself, nor verj’’ 
much of his hearers. He was occupied entirely with those big 
bulking ideas of which he was the mere organ, and he taught 
his audience to think of than principally too. How grand it 
was to witness a strong and gifted man transfigured into the 
mere medium of an idea 1 — ^his whole bod}*^ so filled with its light 
that you seemed to ‘see it shining through him, as through a 
transparent vase I 

His imagination was a quality in him of which much nonsense 
used to be said. It was now made his only faculty, and now it 
was described as of the Shakspere or Jeremy Taylor order. In 
fact, it was not by any means even his highest power. Strong, 
broad, Baconian logic was his leading faculty; and he had. 
besides, a boundless command of a certain order of language, as 
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well as all the burning sympathies and energies of the orator. 
Taking him all in all, he was unquestionably a man of lofty 
genius; but it very seldom assumed the truly poetic form, and 
was rather warm than rich. Power of illustration he possessed 
in plenty; but in atriosa felicitas, short, compact, hunydng 
strokes, as of lightning, and that fine sudden imagery in which 
strong and beautiful thought so naturally incarnates itself, he 
was rather deficient. He was, consequently, one of our least 
terse and quotable authors. Few sentences, collecting in them- 
selves the resxilts of long trains of thinking, in a new and 
sparkling form — ^like “ apples of gold in settings of silver ” — 
are to be found in his writings. Nor do they abound in bare, 
strong aphorisms. Let those who would see his deficiency in 
this respect compare him, not with the Jeremy Taylors, Barrows, 
and Donnes, merely, but with the Burkes, Hazlitts, and Cole- 
ridges of a later day, and they will understand our meanings 
His writings resemble rather the sublime diffusiveness of a Paul, 
than the deep, solitary, and splendid dicta of the great Preacher- 
King of ancient Israel. 

A classic author he is not, and never can become. From this 
destiny, his Scotticisms, vulgarities, and new combinations of 
sounds and words, do not necessarily exclude him ; but his merits 
(as a vtere literary man) do not counterbalance his defects. 
The power of the works, in fact, was not equal to the power of 
the man. He always, indeed, threw his heart, but not always 
his artistic consciousness, into what he wrote. ' Hence he is 
generally “ rude in speech, although not in knowledge." His 
utter^ce is never confused, but it is often hampered, as of one 
spealdng in a foreign tongue. This sometimes adds to the effect 
of his written composition — it often added amazingly to the 
force of those extempore harangues he was in the habit of utter- 
ing, amid the intervals of his lectures, to his students. Those 
stamnierings, strugglings, repetitions, risings from and sittings 
down into his chair — often, however, coming to some fiery burst, 
or culminating in some rapid and idctorious climax — reminded 
vou of Wordsworth’s lines — 

So have I, not unmoved in mind, * 

Seen birds of tempest-loving kind. 

Thus beating up against the wind. 

You liked to see this strong-w'inged bird of the storm matching 
V^. P^’ght against it now soaring up to overcome it — now 
•ynking dottm to undermine it— now screaming aloud in its 
teeth— now half-chokcd in the gust of its furj'— but always 
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moving onwards, and sometimes riding triumphant on its 
changed or subjugated billow! But all this did not (except 
to those who had witnessed the phenomenon) tend to increase 
the artistic merit or permanent effect of his works. 

No orator}' can be printed enlire. Every speaker, who is not 
absolutely dull and phlegmatic, says something far more through 
his tones, or eye, or gestures, than his bare words can tell. But 
this is more the case with some than with others. About the 
speaking of WTiitfield there was a glare of — shall we say vulgar? 
—-earnestness, which, along with his theatrical but transcendent 
elocution, lives only in tradition. It was the same with Kirwan, 
a fw more commonplace man. Struthers, a Relief minister in 
Edinburgh, at the beginning of this century, seems to have 
possessed the same incommunicable power, and his sermon on 
the battle of Trafalgar lives as a miraculous memory on the 
minds of a few — and nowhere else. The late Dr. Heugh of 
^Glasgow, possessed a Canning-like head, as well as a certain 
copperplate charm in his address, which have not, as they could 
not, be transferred to his printed sermons. And so, in perhaps 
a still larger degree, with Dr. Chalmers; the difference being, 
that while in the others the manner seemed to faU out from the 
man, like a gay but becoming garment, in Chalmers it was 
■wrapped convulsively around him, like the mantle of a dying 
Csesar, It is but his naked body that we now behold. 

Finer still it was, we have been told, to come in suddenly upon 
the inspired man in his study, when the full heat of his thought 
had kindled up his being into a flame — when, in concert with the 
large winter fire blazing beside him, his eye was flaming and 
speaking to itself — ^his brow flushing like a cloud in its solitude 
— ^his form moving like that of a Pythoness on her stool — ^and 
now and then his voice bursting silence, and showing that, as 
often in the church he seemed to fancy himself in solitude, so, 
often in solitude, he thought himself thundering in the church. 
Those who saw him in such moods had come into the forge of 
the Cyclops; and yet so far was he from being disturbed or 
angry, he would rise and salute them with perfect politeness, 
and even kindliness; but they were the politeness and kindliness 
of one who had been interrupted while forming a two-edged 
sword for Mars, or carving another figure upon the shield of 
Achilles. 

It is curious, entering in spirit into the studies or retirements 
of great authors, in the past or the present, and watching their 
various kinds and degrees of excitement while composing their 
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productions. We see a number of interesting figures — ^Homer^ 
with his sightJess eyes^ but ears pretematuraUy open, rhap- 
sodising to the many-sounding sea his immortal harmonies— 
Eschylus, so agitated (according to tradition), while framing 
his terrible dialogues and choruses, that he might have been 
mistaken for his own Orestes pursued by the Furies — Dante, 
stem, calm, silent, yet with a fierce glance at lines from his 
hollow eye, and a comnilsive movement in his tiger-like lower 
jaw, telling of the furor that was boiling within — Shakspere, 
serene even over his tragic, and smiling a gentle smile over his 
comic, creations — Scott, preserving, alike in depicting the siege 
of Torquilstone, the humours of Caleb Balderstone, and the end 
of the farndj- of Ravenswood, the same gnifi yet good-natured 
equaniaiit}' of countenance — ^B\Ton, now scowling a fierce scowl 
over his picture of a shipwreck, and now grinning a ghastly snde 
while dedicating his “ Don Juan ” to Southey — -Shelley, wearing 
on his fine features a look of perturbation and wonder, as of a 
chemb only half faUen, and not yet at home in his blas- 
phemous attitude of opposition to the Most High — Wordsworth, 
murmuring a half-articulate music over the slowly-filling page 
of “Ruth," or the “Eclipse in Italy" — Coleridge, nearly asleep, 
and dreaming over his own gorgeous creations, like a drowsy 
bee in a heather bloom — ^Wfilson, as Hogg describes him, when 
the}’' sat down to ■write verses in neighbouring rooms, kowliug 
out his enthusiasm (and when he came to this pitch, poor Hogg 
uniformly felt himself -vanquished, and threw down his pen 1) — 
or, in fine, Chalmers, as aforesaid, agonising in the sweat of his 
great intellectual travnil ! 

We have spoken of Chalmers as possessed of an idea which 
dro-wned his personal feelings, and pressed all his powers into one 
focus. This \'aried, of course, very much at different stages of 
his histor}-. It was, at first, that of a purely scientific theism. 
He believed in God as a dr}- demonstrated fact, which he neither 
trembled at nor loved — whose personality he granted, but 
scarcely seems to have feli. From this he passed to a more 
decided form of belief, worship, and love for the Great I Am, 
and is said to have spent a portion of his youth in constant and 
delighted meditation upon God and his works, like one of the 
ancient Indian or Egv-ptian m}-stics. From this pillar he 
descended, .and, as a preacher, tried to form a compromise 
betw-cen science and a certain shallow and stripped form of 
Christianity. The attempt was sincere, but absurd in idea and 
unsuccessful in execution. The Tnicitly of Christianitv became 
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next his darling argument^ and was pled him with unmiti- 
gated urgency for many years. Cl^tianity must be alive, 
active, aggressive, or was no Christianity at all. This argument 
began, by and by, in his mind to strike out into various branches. 
If alive and life-giving, Christianity ought to give life, first of 
all to literary and scientific men; secondly, to the commercial; 
thirdly, to the poor; and fourthly, to governments. And we 
may see this four-headed argument pervading his book on 
Astronomy — that magnificent failure — ^his Sermons on Com- 
merce, his Christian and Civic Economy of Large Towns, 
and his innumerable brochures on the questions of Church 
Extension and of Non-intrusion. Nay, in his penultimate paper 
in the North British Review, we find him, almost with his last 
breath, renewing the cr}' for “ fruit,” as the main answer to that 
tide of German scepticism which none saw more clearly than he 
coming over the church and the world. That he always pled 
this great argument of practicalising Christianity with discretion 
or success, we are far from asserting; nay, we grant that he 
committed as many blunders as he gained triumphs. Nor have 
the results been commensurate. Literarj’- and scientific men, 
have not, alas ! listened to the voice of this charmer, but have 
walked on their own uneasy way, over the “ burning marie ” 
of unhappy speculation; and the Stars and the Cross are as 
distant from each other as ever. The commercial spirit of the 
tunes is far enough yet from being thoroughly Christianised; 
and the golden rule does not yet hang suspended over our ware- 
houses and dockyards. The poor are, as a mass, sinking every 
y^r more and more deeply into the gulphs of infidelity and 
vice; and the great problem of how the State is to help — if it 
help at all — ^the Church, seems as far from solution as in the year 
1843 or 1847. Still, Chalmers has not lived in vain. He has 
left a burning testimony against many of the crying evils of his 
fime, especially against that selfishness which is poisoning almost 
all ranks alike, and in which, as in one stagnant pool, so many 
elements, otherwise discordant, are satisfied to “ putrify in 
peace.” He has taken up the reproach of the Gospel, and bound 
It as a crown around his brow. From the most powerful pulpit 
m the land, he preached Christ and him crucified. He has 
created various benevolent and pious movements, which are 
likely long to perpetuate his memory. He has shaken from tlic 
pulpit the dust of ages — a dust never to gather again; and he 
has laid his hand upon, and to some degree, although not 
altogether, shattered those barriers — either absurd in the folly 
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of man, or awful in the providence of God — ^which have too long 
separated Christian principle from general progress, the Bible 
from the people, the pulpit from the press, and made religion 
little else than “ a starry stranger ” in an alien land. We accept 
him as a rude type of better things — as the dim day-star of a 
new and brighter era. 

We linger as we trace over in thought the leading incidents of 
his well-known story. We see the big-headed, warm-hearted, 
burly boy, playing upon the beach at Anstruther, and seeming 
like a gleam of early sunshine upon that coldest of all coasts. 
We follow him, as he strides along with large, hopeful, awkward 
steps, to the gate of St. . Andrews. We see him, a second 
Do mini e Sampson, in his tutor’s garret at Arbroath, in the midst 
of a proud and pompous family — ^himself as proud, though not 
so pompous, as they. We follow him next to the peaceful manse 
of Khmany, standing amid its green woods and hills, in a very 
nook of the land, whence he emerges, now to St. Andrews to 
battle with the stolid and slow-moving professors of that day, 
now to Dundee to buy materials for chemical research (on one 
occasion setting himself on fire with some combustible substance, 
and requiring to run to a farmhouse to get himself put outl), 
now to the woods and hills around to botanise — ay, even on the 
Sabbath-day! — ^and now to Edinbuig;h to attend the General 
Assembly, and give earnest of those great oratorical powers 
ivluch were afterwards to astonish the Church and the world. 
With solemn awe we stand by his bed-side during that long, 
rnysterious Mness, which brought him to hifnself, and taught 
him that religion was a reality, as profound as sin, sickness, and 
death. We mark him, then, rising up from his couch, like an 
eagle newly bathed — ^lAe a giant refreshed — and commencing 
that course of evangelical teaching and action only to be 
terminated in the grave. We pursue him to Glasgow, and 
see him sitting down in a plain house in Sauchiehall Street, and 
proceeding to write sermons which are to strike that city like a 
planet, and make him the real King of the West. We mark 
him next, somewhat worn and wearied, returning to his Alma 
Ma/fr, to resume his old games of golf on the links, his old 
baths m the bay, and to give an impetus, which has never yet 
entirely subsided, to that grass-gro™ city of Rutherford and 
Italy burton. Next we see him bursting like a shell this narrow 
TOnane, and soanng away to “ stately Edinburgh, throned on 
nnrft’ there a principality and power among many, 

ana lo give stimulus and inspiration to hosts of young aspirants. ' 
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With less pleasure we follow the after steps of his career, — the 
restless and uneasy agitations in which he engaged, which shooh 
the energies of his constitution, impaired the freshness of hifl 
mind, rendered him, in fact, “ too cheap,” and paved the way for 
his premature and hasty end. With deep interest, however, if 
not -with entire sympathy, we see him sitting at the head of a 
new and powerful ecclesiastical body, which owed, if not its 
existence, yet much of its glory, to him; so that the grey head 
of Chalmers in that Canonmills Hall seemed to outshine the 
splendours of mitres, and coronets, and crowns. We watch 
turn with far profounder feelings, preaching to the poor outcasts 
of the West Port, or sitting like a little child beside them, as 
others arc telling them the simple story of the cross. We follow 
him on his “ last pilgrimage ” to the south — confronting senates 
— going out of his way to %’isit the widows of Hall and Foster — 
bursting into the studies of sublime unhappy sceptics, and giving 
them a word in season — preaching wherever he had opportunity, 
and returning in haste to die ! And our thoughts and feelings 
rise to a climax, as we hear the midnight cry, “ Behold, the 
Bridegroom cometh!” raised beside his couch; and, entering 
in, behold the grand old Christian Giant — the John Knox of the 
nineteenth century — ^laid gently on his pillow, asleep, with that 
sleep which knows no waWng, till the trumpet shall sound, and 
when lie surely shall be among the foremost to rise to meet the 
blaster, and to go in with him into the eternal banque ting-room. 

What divine of the age, on the whole, can we name with 
Chalmers ? Horsley was, perhaps, an abler man, but where the 
moral grandeur? Hall had the moral grandeur, and a far more 
cultivated mind ; Foster had a sterner, loftier, and richer genius ,- 
but where, in ei'&er, the seraphic ardour, activity, and energy of 
Christian character possessed by Chalmers? Irving, as aru 
orator, had more artistic skill, and, at the same time, his blood 
was warm with a more volcanic and poetic fire; but he was only 
a brilliant fragment, not a whole — ^he w'as a meteor to a star — at 
comet to a sun — a Vesuvius, peaked, blue, crowned with fire, to a 
domed Mont Blanc, that ^tar of God’s morning and evening 
sacrifice. Chalmers stood alone; and centuries may elapse ere- 
the Church shall see — and when did she ever more need to see? — 
another such spirit as he. 
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Many years have elapsed since we first saw and heard the 


venerable and gifted man whose character we are now 

to SlCCtcil Time a+ QfrrliTTrr tirA ■fTlITlV tllA.f'. WG fijTSt 1162 ^ 


_ It was at Stirling, we think, that we first 

him — at least, our first impression of his peculiar genius was 
received there. We well remember, on an autumnal Saturday 
evening, somewhere about the year 1825, being despatched in 
the room where he was alone, preparing for the labours of tne 
morrow, with a candle! There he sat, in the balf-dark^e 
apartment, no notes or books beside him, but with a look 0 
rapt contemplation which, on our entrance, changed into a 
smile of the most perfect benignity, as he said, “ Thank you, 
my dear boy.” On the morrow, he preached from the words 
in Micah, “ Feed thy people with thy rod, the flock of thine 
heritage, which dwell solitarily in the wood, in the midst 0 
Carmel: let them feed in Bashan and GUead, as in the days 01 
old.” We remember nothing of the discourse, except the linger' 
ing emphasis with which he repeated the words, “ solitarily m 
the wood,” which seemed to him imspeakably dear and sugges- 
tive, and our amazement and delight at the grotesqueness 0 
his delivery, which certainly (we shall describe it by and by) 
was the queerest we ever witnessed. Afterwards we met bun 
often, and heard him perhaps ten times ; and all our interviews, 
and some of the sermons he preached, are as fresh in our memory 
as the events of yesterday. He admitted us, at Crieff, to the 
communion of the church ; we preached for him the last Sabbath 
we had to spare ere our ordination, and enjoyed one of the mos 
delightful evenings with him we ever spent; and we parted with 
him, in September, 1836, at the quay of Dundee — ^he on bis way 
to the ordination of his son, as a missionary for Jamaica, in the 
highest spirits, with a smile {the smile, we should say, for it was 
unalterable) on his cheek, and a joke in his mouth; and in four 
months he was no more, having gone “ the nearest way to the 
celestial gate.” 

We have been fortunate enough to meet some of the finest 
and noblest of our contemporaries; but we never met a man, 
* From A Third Gallery of Literary Portraits, 1854. 
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taking him all in aU, in native genius, in amiability, in humility, 
in untaught gentlemanhood, in warm and wide sympathies, in 
meekness, piety, and childlike simplicity, in holiness, and in 
charity, equal to Jameson. He reminded you of the “ beloved 
disciple.” You wondered that he was not translated. Indeed, 
his death at last seemed like a translation. He had been visit- 
ii^ a sick member of his church. Ou his return, repairing to 
his study, he sat down to ^v^ite a letter, the purport of which 
was to request a favour for one of his flock from the M.P. of 
Perthshire. He had begun a word commencing with the letter 
0, when he sank down from his seat, and died. The members 
of his family, who had been waiting dinner for him, coming in, 
found him fallen as if he had deliberately lain down to sleep — 
a coal-scuttle near him not displaced, the fire-fender avoided, 
and the smile shining all radiant on his face, having defied and 
survived death. “ Surely,” said one of his children afterwards, 
“ the angels had straikit him.” 

His own wish had been, we have heard, to die slowly, to taste 
the dark draught drop by drop, to “ know all about death.” 
But it was not granted him. His father, too, the Antiburgher 
minister of Kilwinning, had died in a moment. His son John 
was conducting family worship. When he ceased his prayer 
and opened his eyes, he found the old man awayl Let those 
who ponder the last tremulous tracings of the hand of genius, 
or the last muttered accents of its touched lips, the “ But ” of 
Frederick Schlegel, or the “ It is getting dark — ^you may go home, 
boys,” of poor Adam of the High School, not forget the “ o ” 
of Jameson, nor fail to find in it an emblem of the yearning 
earnestness and pathetic poetry which were the essence of his 
nature. 

A poet assuredly Jameson was, although he wrote very little 
verse, and that little was not worthy of his genius, nay, was 
singularly poor, and should never have seen the light of publica- 
tion; but he was so thoroughly imaginative, that he could not 
preach a sermon or think a thought without rushing, or at least 
seeking to rush, into the poetical. The want of thorough 
culture and an extreme inequality of spirits often enfeebled his 
flights; but the natural motion of his mind was flying; his 
tendency was ever upwards, and his flights were often trans- 
cendent in ease, beauty, and power. 

Speculative intellect he either entirely wanted, or, in reverence 
for the Word of God, had effectually curbed ; consequently, we 
cannot call his genius one of that subtlest and most profound 
c 348 
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order which combines with, and includes, the philosophic 
element. Nor was his taste quite equal to his genius. He was 
the mere creature of heart and fancy. Not that his other 
powers were originally feeble — ^they were, on the contrary, 
strong — but they had not received the same cultivation, and had 
yielded without a struggle to the overbearing influence of his 
favourite faculties. He was essentially a painter, and the best 
passages in his sermons were graphic, bold, or tender pictures 
of incidents in Scripture history, in which he sometimes con- 
tented himself with filling up the outline of the story, but often, 
too, threw in strokes and figures entirely his own. He had a 
magnificent lecture on Christ’s entering into Jerusalem, in 
which he describes those who had been miraculously healed 
running in the train of their deliverer, the dumb singing his 
praise, the lame leaping as a hart, and the risen dead loudest 
in the glad hosanna. It was the very thought of Haydon (whose 
celebrated picture, however, he had not seen), and he was 
pleased when told of the coincidence. We heard him once 
lecture for two hours on the “ Gift of tongues at Pentecost,” 
in a succession of the finest pictures and illustrations, to which 
all ^ audience listened in rapt attention. He had a number 
of similar discourses on the Serpent in the wilderness, the Plood, 
the Lily among Thoms, various incidents in the Acts, which, as 
they were never written fully out, are now irrecoverably lost* 
One sermon worthy of him is extant. It is entitled " True 
Fame,” and was conceived in rather singular circumstances. 
Crossing, on the morning of the Monday of a sacrament, from 
Methven to the Broom of Dalreoch, he saw a woodman felling 
a tree. It reminded him of the words in the Psalm — “ A.man 
was famous according as he had lifted up axes upon the thick 
trees; ” and straightway the sermon came upon his mind in a 
burst; the subject fell down before him like the tree before the 
axe; and, arrived, he mounted the pulpit, and preached it with 
great power. Soon aftenvards the substance of it was printed 
in a collection of discourses by the ministers of his church, and 
has been much admired. A gentleman who heard it on its 
first delivery assured us that he never heard anything superior, 
it was even better in its preached than in its printed 

No man, indeed, was more dependent upon moods and 
moments than Jameson. It became a proverb, that he w-as 
cither the best or the worst of preachers. Nervous to a very 
cxtraordmar>' degree, fluctuating in spirits, extremely sensitive 
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of the slights and coldness of a non-apprcciating audience, 
intensely conscious of the defects of his delivery, and shrinking 
from every mode and occasion of display, he ver)' often became 
the dullest, the most tiresome, the most unprogressive of 
preachers. He sometimes gaped, gasped, bungled, and repeated 
himself, till strangers thought him an idiot, but iwi an inspired 
one. He required favourable circumstances to develop his 
powers, and some of tliese were singular enough. He liked a 
small audience of good plain Sccedcr materials; he loved better 
to preach on a week-day than on the Sabbath, chiefly because 
the hearers are then more fit and few ; weather, private circum- 
stances, and public events, all influenced his preaching; a 
striking anecdote, or even a harmless jest, recounted to him 
ere he mounted the pulpit, generally produced a good sermon ; 
and if he failed in his first sermon from a text, in a sort of re- 
bound of generous revenge at himself, the second was sure to be 
successful. His manner was certainly far from graceful. It 
was now slow’ and now violent, now’ draw’ling and now fierce. 
When depressed, he almost groaned; and when vehemently 
excited, he roared and yelled out his words of fire. And yet, 
whenever he rose to his true power, you felt, as in the case of 
all men of genius, that his manner gave a truer emphasis to his 
wnting than the mere mellifluous and studied rhetoric of an 
actor could have given. Like Chalmers, Burke, and Wilson, 
when thoroughly roused, all his faults of action and pronuncia- 
tion were dro\vned in the flood of thought and poetry which 
poured from his lips, and the “ contortions ” of the sibyl only 
increased the momentum of the inspiration. His appearance 
neither added to nor detracted much from the effect. The 
figure was tall and slightly bent; his eye small and somewhat 
dull; his brow rather lofty than broad; the features coarse, 
but rendered amiable by the perpetual presence of a gentle 
smile, and interesting by a look of far-stretching and delighted 
contemplation. There was much in his face that resembled 
John Hunter’s, the great anatomist. Like him, you saw a man 
dwelling in a world of his own, and occupied by some fine and 
original train of thought. 

He was never, we have heard, half so eloquent as in his prayer 
meetings and classes of young people. “ Oh, that class,” he 
said once; “ I sometimes feel as if heaven were opening on me 
there.” In such scenes he felt perfectly at ease, and spoke out 
of the abundant fulness of one of the warmest of hearts and 
most ingenious of minds; and, as he spake, many hearts, we 
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doubt not, burned within them with a fervour which shall 
survive life, and mingle congenially vnth the raptures of eternity. 

And yet we must admit that he was feor from being generally 
popular. A hundred anecdotes recur to us in proof. We have 
heard spruce cits of the east or west, overflowing the while with 
praises of some D.D. or other of their respective cities, speaking 
of him with contempt and pity: “ Yes, a good but weak man; 
would never do in a town ; what a different man is our wonder- 
ful Dr. So-so ! ” This is almost a literal transcript of a sentence 
uttered by a worthy commercial traveller from Glasgow, who 
once drove us in his gig to Perth, as we were passing the village 
of Methven. At tent-preachings, he was often left almost alone, 
preaching to the green grass and the summer flowers. But the 
most amusing case in point is a story he used to tell with glee 
himself. He was preaching one day, at great length, at the 
Broom of Daheoch. A member of his fai^y was' to come to 
church at a certain hour to give away a child . When she reached 
the door, a countryman, who did not know her, was coming 
forth, slapping the door behind him in huge math. “ Is the 
sermon done?” she inquired. “Dunel” he replied; “the 
havering ass, he’ll no be dune the nicht! ” 

But, apart from such “ havering asses,” Jameson, in his better 
moods, had not a few admirers. Some plain but sensible people, 
in all congregations, hung upon his lips; the majority of his 
own charge adored him; and his brethren, ■with one accord, 
delighted to do him honour. 

■nds latter fact proceeded not entirely from his pre-eminent 
genius, which might have bred envy in many of their minds, 
but from the perfect meekness, gentleness, and tenderness of 
his character, which was free, almost to a fault, and to a weak- 
ness, from those sterner and fiercer qualities which some honest 
men almost require for the thorough establishment of their 
independence and indmduality, in a world so hollow and con- 
ventional as this. He was a man of peace, and, along with a 
powerful, discerning intellect, there was, as Carlyle says of a 
very different person, “ a generous incredulity in his heart.” 
He could hardly believe or speak ill of a human being; and this 
quality served to colour unduly his estimate of inferior intellects 
— to induce him sometimes to praise the common-places of 
others above his own inimitable gems of genius, and to sit at 
the feet of men who were hardy fit to act as his amanuenses. 

_ Indeed, around Jameson’s mind there ever hung a fine float- 
ing atmosphere of enthusiasm, which magnified and beautified 
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all he saw. Nature he loved to a passion. A friend of ours 
talks with delight of a grace uttered by him on the top of Ben 
Voirlich, 3300 feet above the level of the sea. Literature was 
very dear to him. His blood rose when he talked of Campbell’s 
poetry or Scott’s novels; and his cheek flushed a deep red, we 
remember, when we repeated to him Blake’s “ Lines to a Tiger,” 
which he had till then never heard. Himself the purest of 
men, he had yet a wide charity for offenders. In his Letters, he 
calls Bums that “ strange man Bums.” He has not the heart 
to utter one harsh or angry word. For the nobler specimens 
of humanity, for children, for the young generally, for his 
brethren in the ministry, he overflowed with good wishes and 
unaffected warmth of love. And the same excess of kindliness 
was manifested in his religious views and feelings. If ever man 
idolised the very letter of the Bible, it was Jameson. He fancied 
that he had found all modem inventions anticipated in it. 
“ Gas! What was the cloud of fire by night but gas? Think 
of a whole -wilderness lighted up with gas I ” The modem 
soiree was just the ancient love-feast revived. Nay, he did not 
despair of finding out the steam-engine in the Bible 1 And 
wMe this discovers a certain weakness, united to great strength, 
it is a weakness so characteristic and so harmless, that we cannot 
but say. Blessings on the kind-hearted Bibliolater I 
' And what has such a man done? What has he left to justify 
the praise which, in unison -with the opinions of all who really 
knew him, we have thus sincerely bestowed? It is so little, 
although so fine and trae, that we must draw largely upon what- 
ever credit we may have acquired for speaking the trath, as we 
ask such of our readers as were strangers to his very name to 
accept our statements. 

Many things prevented Jameson from doing justice to his 
powers, either in preaching or by the press. Eminently faithful 
in his pastoral calling, he was yet constitutionally indolent, and 
fond, we suspect, of reverie and day-dreams. Then he lacked 
ambition, or was in a position where it had never met with 
adequate nourishment. His habit of mental composition was 
somewhat pernicious to the compression and carefulness of his 
style. His culture was liberal, and his knowledge extensive, 
but he had never strictly trained or thoroughly furnished his 
mind. He became thus rather a child of genius — ^mutable, 
impulsive, uncertain — ^than a spiritual potentate ruling others 
through the power by which he had first mastered himself. 
Such causes, united to the non-appreciation of the general 
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public — the “ want of honour in his own country,” coninaon to 
prophets — prevented him from asserting and taking the place 
for which his gifts and graces had pre-fitted him — a place, we 
hesitate not to say, not far from that of Hall and Chalmers, 
although, like theirs, very considerably below that of Foster and 
Coleridge, the two mightiest Christian intellects of the nineteenth 
century in Britain. 

StiU, as no subject could he touch >vithout beautifying it 
with a portion of the lustre of the wings of his dove-like genius, 
so he has left some fragmentary revelations of himself which are 
interesting, especially to those who can associate with them the 
look, and voice, and manner of the gifted and amiable man. _ His 
first and only separate production was a pamphlet, entitled, 
“ Observations on the Present State of Theological Tuition in 
the United Secession Church ” — a pamphlet containing the germ 
of a plan which has since, in part, been adopted. Previous to 
that period, the tuition of the students was committed to one 
professor; but afterwards two were appointed — -Dr. Dick, who 
(although he cUpped the wings of PoUok, and treated with 
proper severity the silly twaddling imitations of imagination 
and fine writing which abounded in the sermons of some of his 
aspiring students) was usually as just a critic as he was an able 
divine; and the amiable Dr. Mitchell, who, next to the subject 
of our present sketch, approached nearer moral perfection than 
any clergyman we ever knew. And then (and greatly owing 
to Jameson’s curious pamphlet, the first sentence of which was — 
“ In England, it requires ten men to make a pin; in Scotland 
it requires only one man to make a minister, and hence , it is 
that, in polish and point, a batch of Scotch parsons is so far 
inferior to a batch of English pins 1 ”) three others were added 
to their number. 

“ True Fame ” we have already characterised. It is not 
a finished, but it is far better — a bold, striking, earnest, and 
original discourse. We extract the introduction: — “The scene 
of the 74th Psalm is Jerusalem lying in heaps; the poet, the 
child of holy inspiration, appears on the ruins, and, in notes 
of desolation and woe, strikes his harp to the fallen fortunes of 
his country. It was not that the pleasant land now lay waste, 
and it did lie waste; it was not that the daughters of Jerusalem 
were slain, and her streets ran red, and they did run red; but 
It was the temple, the temple of the Lord, with its altars, its 
sanctuar>', its holy of holies, levelled to the ground, rubbish 
- where bcviuty stood, ruin where strength was — its glory fled, 
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its music ceased, its solemn assemblies no more, and its priest- 
hood immolated, or carried far away. These had shed their 
glory over Israel, and over aU the land; these, in their turn, were 
Israel’s glory, and it was the destruction of these which gave 
its tone of woe to the heart of the Israelite indeed. In the verses 
succeeding our text, the prophet is about to represent the destruc- 
tion of the temple; at that instant his imagination flies back to 
far-distant times, and, in the retreat, the bard, heart-throbbing, 
gathers strength, from the recollection of their prosperous and 
happier state, to pour a deeper swell of interest on the desolations 
which lay before him,” 

Such is a specimen of the style and spirit; but it ought to be 
read as a whole; and those who do this cannot fail, besides the 
general manliness and power, to notice here and there glimpses 
of deep insight. Thus, spewing of infidelity as it appeared 
after the Reformation, he says, “ the bait was eagerly and widely 
caught by the feeble infancy of the rising science of Europe; ” 
thereby expressing the true idea, that ii^delity is the child of 
sciolism, and that more perfect knowledge may tend to bring 
men back to a child-like belief, and ultimate wonder again. 

But by far the most characteristic and remarkable memorial 
of this good man is to be found in that little volume of 
letters published posthumously. These are chiefly addressed 
to afflicted friends, and are exquisitely adapted to instruct, as 
well as to console. Some of them, we hesitate not to say, are 
equal to any letters in the English language; nay, Cowper 
alone has equalled their naivete, pathos, and occasional humour. 
Such sentences as the follovdng abound in them. Speaking of 
a young girl, whom we remember well, who died suddenly, and 
in the very bloom of her early promise, he sa3's : “ It seems she 
was at the class on Monday; how would her youthful spirit 
be surprised, ere Thursday, to find herself in a land of light and 
brilliancy, where she had only to open her eyes to read all know- 
ledge, and to take her place among the accomplished spirits of 
the just made perfect I ” Again, addressing the same amiable, but 
sorely-afflicted and bereaved father on the death of a lovely boy 
— ^the most beautiful boy we ever saw — he says : “ \^Tien death 
breaks in amongst our ^ildren, there is made a great ^If, and 
we, poor parents ! can only look, and feel, and weep. The place 
well kno^vn amongst the rest is empty, the place at the table 
IS empty, their place in your -prayers is empty, and the face which 
met you at the door, with all its little ncios, meets you no more. 
Bitterness gathers on mj’' heart, and I must stop.” Hear once 
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more this fine and strange burst: “ Ay, commend me to the 
resurrection of the dead ! '\i¥hy, here is a knot of old chaps 
Noahj and Shem, and Abraham, and Jacob — ^met on a fine sunny 
morning at breakfast, all canty, and shaking hands at the meeting 
for auld langsyne. Noah has quite forgot the terrible pother he 
was put into at the first roar of the brewing up of the fountains 
of the great deep ; Abraham, the anguish he felt when he received 
the command to offer up his son Isaac; and Jacob — poor Jacob 1 
— ^his tears over his lost Joseph are now all wiped away ; all their 
misdeeds, honest men, for ever put out from. the book of remem- 
brance by the love, the precious blood of Him who has forgiven 
them all their trespasses. The loftiest imagination, in its finest 
hours, has not even touched the threshold of the happiness of 
such a group, with all the tenderness of the past, and all the 
brightness of the future, mingling in the ne-wness, the safety, the 
joy, the triumph, and the assurance of the present.” 

Wordsworth asks concerning old Matthew, in the Lyrical 
Ballads — 

Axe these two lines of glittering gold 

All that must remain of thee ? 

Alas', a few golden sentences, beautiful, and scattered as the 
light yeUow clouds of a bright but broken evening sky, are all 
that must remain of the gifted John Jameson. Nevertheless, 
he sleeps well, careless of the sneer of those beings who, before 
and after his death, called him mad {yes, he and all such are, 
and their asylum is heaven I) — ^uninjured, too, by the fearful 
earthquakes which are seeking to shake the simple-minded 
belief which (like the name of Calais on Queen Mary’s heart) 
was written on his, and in the “ sure and certain hope ” of a 
blessed resurrection. He was taken away in time, for he was 
not a man either to brave, or to master, or to yield to the 
current of an age like this, where, one on the side, we find an 
earnest, fierce, and aggressive one-eyed Denial; on another, a 
half-belief seeking to dro^vn its doubts amid the clatter of a 
well-organised machinery ; on a third, an impudent dishonesty, 
which affects to deny the testimony of its own eyes, and cries 
out, “ Peace, peace,” when it knows full well that peace there is 
none; on a fourth, a vague eclecticism, which seeks to blend 
elcrnents which are utterly unreconcilable, and would make 
Christianity only an “ idea,” and here and there a few (among 
whom now Jameson would probably have been numbered), w’ho, 
^ systematising, and refining, and compromising, and 

''•inking at plain and palpable facts, and of cowardly retreat 



21 


Jameson of Methven 

into tlic post, nre looking upward and forward to the hills and 
the heavens, and expecting new life to religion from its old 
source. But belter for him, juid perhaps also for us, that he 
lies quiet and calm near his dear wife, and some of his children, 
in the kirk}'ard of [Methven; for, although one of the gentlest 
and most gifted of the taught at the feet of Jesus, he wanted 
many of the elements the world now demands from its teachers, 
from those whose voices would pierce with authority through 
the clamours of an age “ when the nations are angry,” and when, 
it may be, the time, too, of the “ dead, that they may be judged,” 
is drawing near. 

We like to recall little traits and looks of the dear old man ; 
his grey hairs — the benevolence struggling in every feature — 
the tenderness of his private tones — the loud energy with which 
he sang at family worship, especially when the sentiment was 
peculiarly poetic — his gentleness to his children — the funny 
stories he delighted to tell — the “ hints to painters ” he often 
gave in the course of conversation, sometimes ending in the wish, 
“ If I had but the finger! ” — his recital of his own experiences, 
adventures, and dreams — his generous bursts of admiration for 
books and men' — arc all carefully treasured in our heart, “ to 
go no more out.” And, when “ sick of the present, we turn to 
the past,” or, at least, feel that we have fallen among a race of 
little men, with little objects, little successes. Utile sorrows, and 
little sins, his image rises to our memory as that of one of the 
uncro\raed princes and unappreciated moral giants among our 
kind. 

Note. — Since this was T\Titten, wo nave prefaced a third edition of 
Jameson’s Remains, rendered valuable by two additional sermons, of much 
merit, from Ms pen, on the " Conversion of Paul.” 
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In our paper on Alexander Smith, we said that there was some- 
thing exceedingly sweet and solemn in the emotions with which 
we watch the uprise of a new and true poet. And we now add, 
that exceedingly sad and solemn are the feelings with which we 
regard the downgoing and departure of a great old bard. We 
have analogies with which to compare the first of these events, 
such as the one we selected — that of the appearance of a new 
star in the heavens. But we have no analogy for the last, for 
we have never yet seen a star or sun setting for ever. We have 
seen the orb trembling at the gates of the west, and dipping 
reluctantly in the ocean; but we knew that he was to appear 
again, and take his appointed place in the firmament, and this 
forbade all sadness except such as is always interwoven with 
the feeling of the sublime. But were the nations authentically 
apprised that on a certain evening the sun was to go down to 
rise no more, what straining of eyes, and heaving of hearts, 
and shedding of tears would there be 1 — what climbing of loftiest 
mountains to get the last look of his beams! — what a shriek, 
loud and deep, would arise when the latest ray had disappeared ! 
— ^how many would, in despair and misery, share in the death of 
their luminary ! — what a “ horror of great darkness ” would 
sink over the earth when he had departed! — and how would 
that horror be increased by the appearance of the fixed stars. 

Distinct, but distant — dear, but ah, how cold) 
which in vain came forth to gild the gloom and supply the 
blank left by the departed king of glory] With some such 
emotions as are suggested by this supposition, do men witness 
the departure of a great genius. His immortality they may 
firmly believe in; but what is it to them? He has gone, they 
know, to other spheres, but has ceased to be a source of light, 
and warmth, and cheerful genial influence to theirs for ever and 
ever. Just as his life alone deserved the name of life — native, 
exuberant, overflowing life — so his death alone is worthy of the 
name— -the blank, total, terrible name of death. The place of 
the majority of men can easily be supplied, nay, is never left 

* From A Third Gallery of Literary Portraits, 1854. 
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empty ; but his cannot be filled up in sczcula sctr.ilorun:. Hence 
men are sometimes disposed, ■veith the .ancient pwets, to excuse 
the heavens of cn\y in removing the great spirit from among 
them. But the grief becomes profounder still when the departed 
great one \v;\s the last representative of a gi.ant race — the last 
mon.arch in a dynasty of mind. Then there seem to die over 
again in him .all his intellectu.al kindred ; then, too, the thought 
arises, who is to .‘succeed? — and in the shadow of his death-bed 
youthful genius .appe.ars for a time dwindled into insignificance, 
and we would aallingly pour out all the poctn- of the }-oung 
age as a libation on his grave. 

Such emotions, at Ic.ast, are crossing our minds as we con- 
template the death of Quistopher North, and remember that 
he was one of the hast of those mighty men — tlie Coleridges, 
Wordsworths, B>Tons, Campbells, Shelley's — who cast such a 
lustre on the literature and poetiy of the beginning of the 
ccntuiya They have dropped away star by star, and not above 
two or three of the number continue now to glimmer: they can 
hardly be said to shine. 

Wilson's death had been long expected, and yet it took the 
public by surprise. It seemeef somehow strange that such a 
man could die. The words, Death of Professor Wilson,” 
seemed paradoxical, so full %\*as he of the riotous and over- 
flowing riches of bodily and of mental being ; and the exclama- 
tion “ Impossible,” we doubt not, escaped from the lips of many 
who could not think of him except as moving along in the pride 
of his magnificent personaliU' — a wadking world of life. 

We propose, while his grave is yet green, throwing a frail 
chaplet upon it, in addition to our former tribute, which, we 
are proud to say, was not rejected or despised by the great 
man to whom it was paid. We mean, first, to sketch rapidly 
the events of his histor\-, and then to speak of his personal 
appearance, his character, his genius in its native powers .and 
aptitudes, his achievements as a critic, humorist, writer of 
fiction, professor, poet, and periodical r\Titer ; his relation to 
his age; his influence on his country*; and the principal defects 
in his character and genius. 

We may premise," that in the following outline of his life 
we pretend to do nothing except state a few facts concerning 
him which are generally known. His full stoiy must be told 
by others ; if, indeed, it shall e\'er be fully told at all. 

John Wilson was bam in Paisley in the j-ear 17S5. We once, 
indeed, heard a sapient bailie, in a speedh at a Philosophicai 
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soiree in Edinburgh, call him a “ native of the Modem Athens/’ 
but, although the statement was received with cheers, and 
although the worthy dignitary might have had sources of 
informatioh peculiar to himself on the subject, we are rather 
inclined to hold by the general notion that he was a Paisley 
body, with a universal soul. In Paisley they stiU show the house 
where he was bom, and are justly proud of the chief among their 
many native poets. No town in Scotland, in proportion to its 
size, hM prbduced more distinguished men than Paisley— 
Tannahill, Alexander Wilson, Motherwell (who spent his boy- 
hood and youth, at least, in Paisley), and Christopher North, 
are only a few of its poetic sons. Wilson’s father was a wealthy 
manufacturer in the town; his mother was a woman of great 
good sense and piety, and he imbibed from her a deep sense of 
religion. Paisley is a dull town in itself, but is surrounded by 
many points of interest. Near it is the hole in the canal where 
poor Tannahill drowned himself; farther off are the Braes of 
Gleniffer, commemorated in one of the same poet!s songs. 
The river Cart — a river sung by Campbell — ^runs through the 
toTm, ^ter passing through some romantic moorlands. Meams 
Mim is not far away — a muir sprinkled with lochs, which 
Wilson has often described in his articles in Blackwood, and 
on the remoter outskirts of which stands the farmhouse where 
PoUok was bom, and whence he saw daily the view so 
picturesquely reproduced by him in the Course of Time, of 

Scotland’s northern battlement of bills. 


All these were early and favourite haunts of Wilson, who 
appears to have been what is called in Scotland a “royd” 
boy (roystering), fond of nutting, cat-shooting, fishing, and 
orchard-robbing expeditions; the head of his class in the 
school, and the leader of every trick and mischief out of it. 
At an early age he was sent to the Highlands, to the care of 
Jo^ph MacIntyre of Glenorchy, an eminent clergyman 
of the Church of Scotland, who, besides multifarious labours 
as a minister and a farmer, found time to superintend an 
academy for boarders. Our worthy father knew him well, and 
told us some cunous traits of his character. He was a pious, 
laborious, intclUgent, and, at the same time, a shrewd, knowing, 
somewhat close-fisted old carle. To his care Wilson, then a 
loose- hanging, tall, thin, bnght-eyed boy, was sent by his father, 

fn r. 'tr He spent his holidays 

m rambhng among the black mountains which surround the 
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head of Loch Lomond, sailing on the lake, conversing vath tlic 
shepherds, and picking up local traditions, which, on his return 
to the manse, he used to repeat to the doctor with such eloquence 
and enthusiasm, that tlic old man, his eyes now filled with tears, 
and now swimming with laughter, said again and again, “ My 
man, you should write stoiy-books." Wilson told us that this 
advice rang in his cars till it set him to writing the Lights and 
Shadows of Scottish Life. So let us honour the memory of the 
good old Oberlin of Glcnorchy, ■whenever we read those immortal 
sketches. Jfacintrj-e also (who, though an eccentric and pawky, 
■a-as a truly good man) did, we believe, not a little to rivet on 
the poet’s mind the religious advices and instructions of his 
mother. It was probably ownng to this, too, that Wilson dis- 
plays in all his writings such a respect for the clerical character, 
and uniformly uses the word “ manse ” as if it were the word 
honie. 

From the school at Glcnorchy he was sent to the University 
of Glasgow, which then mustered a very admirable staff of pro- 
fessors, as well as a noble young race of rising students. There 
was (a relative of our ovm, by the way) Richardson, Professor 
of liitin, a highly accomplished scholar and elegant writer, 
butw'hosc works seem now' in a great measure forgotten. There 
was Jardine of the Logic, a man of great industry, method, com- 
municative gift, and fatherly interest in his students; in fact, 
as Lord Jeffrey and many others of his eminent pupils confessed, 
one of the best of conceivable teachers. There ■was Millar, the 
eminent \vriter on the Laws of Nations. And there was Young 
of the Greek chair, a man of burning enthusiasm, as well as of 
■vast erudition, whose readings and comments on Homer made 
his students thrill and weep by turns. Our readers ■will find a 
glowing picture of him in Peter's Letters. The prelections of these 
men must have tended mightily to develop the mind of Wilson. 
He -was benefited, too, by intimacy with many distinguished 
contemporary students. There was — a little later in the classes, 
but still contemporaneous — Lockhart, afterwards his associate 
in many a fair and many a foul-foughten field of letters. There 
was Michael Scott, author of Tom Cringle's Log, who became 
a West Indian merchant, but returned to his native city, 
Glasgow, and "wrote those strilcing na-val narratives, under an 
assumed name in Blackwood, without being discovered, till some 
little allusions to early days in one of the chapters betrayed the 
secret to Wilson, who cried out, “ Aut Michael aut Diabolus! ” 
his old college companion standing detected. There was a man. 
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since well known in Scotland, and assuredly a person of veiy 
rare gifts of natural eloquence and humour — ^Dr. John Ritchie, 
late of Potterrow, Edinburgh — ^who used to contend Avith Wilson 
at leaping, football, and other athletic exercises, at which both 
were masters, and nearly matched. And there was Thomas 
Campbell, with whom Wilson passed many a joyous hour, boA 
in Glasgow, and in frequent excursions, on their holidays, or in 
the summer vacation, into the near Highlands, and who, in 
spite of diversities of taste and of politics, continued on friendly 
terms with him to the last. 

At college, Wilson was, we believe, distinguished, as he had 
been at school, by irregular diligence, and by frequent fits of 
idleness, by expertness, when he pleased, at his studies, and by 
expertness at aU times in games, frolics, and queer adventures. 
From Glasgow, he was sent to Magdalene College, Oxford, ^d 
there his character retained and deepened all its peculiar traits. 
He now read, and now dissipated hard, as most Oxford students 
of that day did. He took several college honours, and was the 
first boxer, leaper, cock-fighter, and runner among the students. 
He gained the Newdegate prize for poetry, and became in politics 
a Radical so flaming, that it is said he would not allow a servant 
to black his shoes, but might be seen — the yeUow-haired, glorious 
savage — of a morning performing that interesting operation 
himself] He was contemporary Avith De Quincey, but they 
never met, at least wittingly; although we imagine the little 
bashful scholar must have sometimes seen, and rather shrunk, 
from the tall athlete, rushing like a tempest on to the yards, 
or parading under the arches of the old Mediaeval University. 

At Oxford, Wilson became acquainted with Wordsworth’s 
poetr)^ It made- a deep and permanent impression upon his 
mind. He imagined that he found in it a union of the severe 
grandeur of the Grecian, with the wild charm of the romantic 
school of poetry. It determined his bias toward subjective 
instead of objective song; materially, as we think, to his dis- 
advantage. Wilson v-as by nature fitted to be, as a poet, a 
great compound of the subjective, and the subjective with the 
objective somewhat preponderating, but the influence of Words- 
wor^, counteracted only in part by that of Scott, made the 
subjective predominate unduly in his verse; and he who mi^ht 
ha\^ been almost a Shalcspere, had he followed his native 
tendency, became, in poetry, only a secondary member of the 
Lake School. ^ 

\\Tren he left Oxford, he betook himself to the Lake country, 
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where his father had purchased the estate of Elleray, situated 
upon the beautiful shores of Windermere; and there became 
speedily intimate wtli Wordsworth, Southey, Coleridge, and 
, De Quincey. This last describes him as being then a tall, fresh, 
fine-looking youtli, dressed like a sailor, and full of frankness, 
; cccentricit}’-, and fire. He n^as at that time vibrating beUveen 
: various scliemes of life, all more or less singular. He was now 
' projecting an excursion into the interior of Africa, for he had 
alw'ays a strong passion for travel, and now determining to be, 
for life, a vTiter of poetry. He contributed some fine letters 
, to Coleridge’s Friend, under the signature of Mathetes. A mis- 
; understanding, however, arose between them, and they became 
■ estranged for a season, Wordsworth’s overbearing dogmatism, 

I too, was rather much for Wilson, In truth, he felt himself some- 
I what overcrowded, and knew in his heart that he had no right 

• to be so, yet he continued to admire both tliese Lake Demiurgi, 

I and became their most eloquent interpreter to the public. 

^^^^ile at Elleray, but considerably later than this (in tlie year 

• 1810, wc think), he met and married his amiable wife. His life 
previous to this had been a verj’- romantic and adventurous one. 
We might recount a hundred floating stories about it, but were 
assured a little before his death, upon his OAvn authority, that 
tliey were, in general, a “ pack of lies; ” so that we refrain from 

' more than alluding to them. He ws ahrays, gipsy, or no gipsy 
— ^vv-aiter, or no ^raiter— the gentleman, the genius, and the kind- 
' hearted, affable man. His first poem was the “ Isle of Palms,” 

I which \ras welcomed as a very promising slip of the Lake poetic 
I tree, and criticised mth considerable favour by Jeffrey, who 
showed in the article a desire to wean the jmung bard from his 
favourite school of “ pond-poets.” In 1814 he came to reside 
in Edinburgh, and was called, nominally, to the bar. We are 
not certain, however, if he ever had a single brief, or pled a 
single case. But what an apparition among the lawyers of 
that day, who, if Carlyle ma)’' be credited, “ believed in nothing 

• in earth, heaven, hell, or under the earth,” must have been this 
I \\'ild-eyed and broad-shouldered enthusiast, witli his long flowing 
‘ locks! In 1817 Blackicood’s Magazine was started, and shortly 

• after, Wilson, who avas now dividing his time between Edinburgh 
‘ and Elleray, was added to its staff, and began that wondrous 

series of contributions, grave and gay, satiric and serious, mad 
; and wse, nonsensical and profound, fierce and genial, which 
; were destined to irradiate or torment its pages for a quarter of 
a centuty. Lockhart became his principal coadjutor, and they 
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both set themselves to -write up Toi^-ism, to -write domi the 
Eduihirgh Revieu;, to castigate the cockney school^ and to illu;- 
■trate the manners, and maintain the name among the natioai 
of the earth, of “ puir auld Scotland.” The success of Black- 
icoodvras not, as seems no-wr generally thought, instantaneoiu 
and dazzling ; it vras slo-w and interrupted ; it had to struggle 
against great opposition, and many prej udices. It got into some 
disgraceful scrapes, particularly in the case of the melancholy 
drcmnstances that led to the death of poor John Scott— dr- 
cumstances still some-what shrouded in mystery, but -whifi 
certainly reflected very little credit on either of the editors of 
“Ebony.” “ Blackgticwd’s Magazine” -was its sobriquet for 
many a long ye^, and not till Lockhart and MacGinn had left 
it for England, did the kindlier and better management of Wflsoa 
give it that high standing, -which, under the coarse and dum^ 
paTO of his son-in-law— the “ Laureate of Clavers it is again 
rapidly losing. 

Between the starting of Blackwood and Wilson’s election to 
^e Moral Philosophy chair , we remember nothing very special 
in his history, except his writing his first and last paper in the 
Edinburgh. Reaiex, which was a br illia nt article on Byron’s 
fourth canto of Ckilde Harold, and -the appearance of his City 
of the Plague. From this much was expected, but it rather 
disappiointed the public. It had beautiful passages, but, as a 
whoIe,_ -was “ dull, somehow dull.” It aspired to be both a 
great drama and a great pioem — and was neither. Two or three 
pages of it are stfli remembered, but -the poem itself has gone 
down, or, rather, never rose. 

Gall^ at its reception, the author mentally resolved, and he 
kept his resolution, to publish no more separate poems. In 
1S20 Dr. Thomas Brown died, and Wilson was urged by his 
friends, especially by Sir M alter Scott, to stand a candidate 
for the vacant chair of Moral Phflosophy. It -was desirable, 
they thought, that that should be filled by one who -was a 
Consen-ative flson had long ago renounc^ his Radicalism), 
and -who had genius and mettle besides. It was thought good, 
too, that such a man should now have a settled position in 
society.^ His pretensions were fiercely opposed. MTien a boy, 
we fell in with a file of old Scotsmans, dated 1S20, and assure 
‘^ders that they could scarcely credit the terms in which 

• ilson was then assailed. (.And yet -why sav this, after the 
recent brutal as^ults on his dust by the creatures of the “ Ass- 
enzum, and others of the London press?) He was accused of 
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blasphemy, of wTiting indecent parodies on the Psalms, of being 
a turncoat, of having no origmal genius, of having written a 
bad bombastic paper in the Edinburgh Rcvmo, etc., etc. The 
Scotsman did not then seek to “ damn with faint praise,” but 
spoke out loud and bold. It had then, too, some critical, as 
well as much political, power. The fact was, party spirit was 
at that time running mountains high in Scotland, fomented 
greatly by the Queen’s casej Wilson, besides, was as yet very 
little known; his poetry was not popular; his powers as a 
periodical writer were yet in blossom, and only his earl)’’ 
eccentricities seemed to mark him out from the roll of common 
men. His opponent, Sir William Hamilton, too, was known 
to have devoted immense talent and research to the study of 
moral and mental science, while Wilson, it was shrewdly 
suspected, required to cram himself for the office. Through 
dint of party influence, however, he was elected ; and certainly 
none of the numerous clan of Job-sons has ever done more to 
redeem the character of the tribe. He cast a lustre even upon 
the mean and rotten ladder by which he had risen. 

Scott had told Wilson (see Scott’s Life), that when elected to 
the chair he must “ forswear sack, purge, and live cleanly like 
a gentleman.” And on this hint he proceeded to act. He 
commenced to prepare his lectures with great care; and his 
success in the chair was such as to abash his adversaries, and 
astonish even his friends. He became the darling of his students ; 
and the publication of his Lights and Shadows, and the Trials 
of Margaret Lindsay, contributed to raise his reputation, not only 
as a writer, but as a man. 

He continued still to write in Blackwood, and when Lockhart, 
in 1826, went to London to edit the Quarterly Review, Wilson 
became the unrestricted lord, although not the ostensible editor, 
of that magazine, with the history of which for ten years he 
was identified. How the public did, in these days, watch and 
weary for each First of the Month 1 for sure it was to bring with 
it either a sunny and splendid morning of poetic eloquence, or 
a terrible and sublime tornado of invective and satiric power. 
” mo is next,” was the general question, “to be crowned as 
by the hand of Apollo, or to be scorched as by a wafture from 
the torch of the Furies? ” The Nodes Ambrosian ce especially 
intoxicated the world. They resembled the marvels of genius, 
pf the stage, and of ventriloquism united to produce one bewitch- 
pig and bewildering whole. The author seemed a diffused 
Shakspere, or Shakspere in a hurry, and wuth a printer’s 
t> 348 
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/Thus, for ten years did Wilson continue, in Nodes, in reviews, 
-in pictures of Scottish scenery and life, in criticisms on Homer, 
■And Spenser, and the other great poets of the world, with un- 
diminished freshness and force, to disport his leviathan powers. 
Sport, indeed, it was, for he seldom, it is said, employed more 
than three or four days in the month in the preparation of his 
articles. When magazine-day approached, his form ceased to 
j^e seen on Princes Street, except at the stated hour when he 
walked to his class. He shut liimseH up, permitted his beard 
I to grow, kept beside him now a tea-pot, and now a series of 
soda-water bottles, and poured out his brilliant extemporisa- 
\tions, page after page, as fast as his broad quill could move, 
vih perhaps the half of a “ Moga ” is written, and for another 
month the lion is free. In this improvisatore fashion, it is said, 

1 .he wrote his Essay on Bums within a single week. Such 
’ -Regular Titanic work, however, brought its penalties along 
■’ w.ith it, and he began by and by to “ wear}'- in the greatness of 
■ his way.” His gentle wife was removed, too, about this time 
^ by death from his side, and the shock was terrible. It struck 
him to the ground. It unstrung a man who seemed before to 
possess the Nemean lion’s nerve. He was found at this time, 
by a gentleman who visited him at Lasswade, feeble, almost 
fatuous, miserable, and unable to do aught but Aveep and moan, 
like a heart-broken child. But the end was not yet. He re- 
covered by a mighty bound his elasticity of mind and energy 
of frame. He carried on his professional labours with renewed 
vigour and success. He bent again the Ulysses bow of Blaek- 
V)ood, but never, it must be admitted, with the same power. 
Has Dies Boreales, compared to the Nodes Amhrosiance, were 
but as the days of Shetland in January, compared to the nights 
of Italy or of Greece in June. 

We may here appropriately introduce the reminiscences of 
our oAvn intercourse with him, Avhich indeed was very shght 
and occasional. We had often gone in to hear him in his class, 
although our curriculum of study had taken place in another 
university ; had not been fascinated at first, but had ultimately 
learned enthusiastically to admire his manner of teaching — of 
■which more afterwards. In 1834, anxious to gain a verdict 
from a critic so distinguished, we ventured on an experiment, 
at the recollection of which we yet blush. We sent him in 
some essays, professing to be by another. The result was of a 
sort we had not in our wildest dreams imagined. Suffice it that 
he spoke of them (without knowing their author) in a manner 
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which not only bound us to him for life, but cheered and en- 
couraged us mightily at that early stage of our progress. 
When, years afterwards, the papers of 1±ie “ First Gallery 
appeared seriatim in the Dumfries Herald, Wilson was no niggard 
encomiast, and it was greatly owing to his kindly words that 
we were induced to collect them into a volume. To himself, 
however, we had all this while never spoken, except for a few 
minutes in his class-room, till we called on him in 1844, along 
with a friend. At first the servant was rather shy, and spoke 
dubiously of the visibility of the professor, but, upon our send- 
ing up our names, we heard him on the top of the stairs growling 
out a hearty command to admit us. In a little he appeared, 
and such an apparition 1 Conceive the tall, strong, savag^ 
looking man, with a beard wearing a week’s growth, his hair 
half a twelvemonth’s, no waistcoat, no coat, a loose cloak flung 
on for the nonce, a shirt dirty, and which apparently had been 
dirty for days, and, to crown ah, a huge cudgel in his hand.’ 
He saluted us with his usual dignified frankness, for in his un- 
dress of manner as well as of costume he was always himself; 
and, after asking us both to sit, and sitting down himself, he 
commenced instantly to converse on the subject nearest to him 
at the moment. He had been recently up at Loch Awe, for he 
loved, he said, to “ see the spring come out in the Highlands.” 
He had, besides, been visiting many of his old acquaintances 
there, “ shepherds and parish ministers; ” and then he enlarged 
on the character of his old friend Dr. MacIntyre. There was 
a full-length picture of Wilson when a boy on one side of the 
room, representing him as standing beside a favourite horse, 
and, sooth to say, somewhat “ shauchly ” he seemed in bis 
juvenile form. The picture, he said, had been taken at the 
especial desire of his mother, and the terms in which he spoke 
of her were honourable to both parties. He then launched out 
on literary topics in his usual free but fiery style. He spoke 
a great deal about De Quincey, and vdth profound admiration. 
To Coleridge as a man, his feelings were less cordial. Altogether, 
we left deeply impressed with his affability and kindliness, as 
well as with his great mental powers. 

We met him but once more, at Stirling, on occasion of a great 
literary conversazione, held in that to\vnj on January 10, 1849- 
His coming tlierc had been announced, but was expected by no 
one, as it was during the session of college. Thither, however, 
he came, like a splendid meteor, and was received with bound- 
less enthusiasm. Wc remember, while walking along with him 
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from dinner to tlie place of meeting, that some one remarked 
how singular it was (fact), “ that Cholera and Christopher North 
had entered Stirling the some day.” “ And I the author of the 
City of iJic Plague^ too,” was his prompt rejoinder. Never had 
there been such a night in Stirling, nor is there ever likely to be 
another such. His spirits rose, he threw his soul amidst his 
audience, like a strong swimmer in a full-lipped sea, touched 
by turns their ever>' passion, and at last, by the simple w'ords, 
rendered more powerful b}’’ the proximity of the spot, “ One 
bloody summer-day at Bannockburn,” raised them all to their 
feet in one storm of uncontrollable enthusiasm. More elaborate 
prelections from his lips we have’ heard, but never anything 
better calculated to. move and melt, to thrill and carn,’^ away^ 
and that, too, without an atom of clap-trap, a popular assembly. 

We have, in common with many, seen and heard him in 
various other of his moods. We have seen him in the street, 
or in the Parliament House, or in the exhibition, surrounded 
three deep by acquaintances, male and female, whom he was 
keeping in a roar of laughter, or sometimes hushing into a little 
eddy of silence, which seemed startling amidst the torrent of 
noisy life which was rushing around. We have watched him 
followed at noonday, through long streets, by enthusiasts and 
strangers, who hung upon his steps, and did “ far off his skirts 
adore,” and have seen him moiistrari digito, a thousand times; 
sometimes we have thus followed, and thus pointed him out 
ourselves. And we have heard him again and again in the 
Assembly Rooms, and in his own class-room, addressing 
audiences, whom he melted, electrified, subdued, exploded 
into mirth, or awed into solemnity, at his pleasure, while he 
was discovering the secret springs of beauty and sublimit)’-, 
of delight and of terror, of laughter and of tears. 

In 1S52 he saw the necessity of resigning his chair, o-ufing to 
the increasing weakness of his frame. A pension of £200 was 
granted him by Lord John Russell. About a year ago symptoms 
of decay in his men-tal faculties are said to have been observed. 
From his cottage in Lasswade he was removed to Edinburgh, 
find after various fluctuations, his spirit was at last mercifullv 
released from that body which had become a “ body of death,” 
at twelve on the morning of Monday, April 3. 

We come now to the second part of our task — to speak of 
him critically as a Man and an Author. And in looking to him 
as a Man, we are compelled, first, to think of that magnificent 
presence of his to which we have alluded often, and may allude 
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yet asain. vrhidi ever hamits ns, and all who have seen ih 
the case of manv, the hody seems to beiorg^ to the micd: in ^2 
case cf Wilsoa, mind seemed to belong to the body. I'ca 
were almost tempted to believe in materialism, as yon saw him, 
so intensely did the body seem alive, so mncli did it appear to 
ray ont meaning, motion, and power, from the crown of the 
head to the sole of the foot. on thought, at otner times, of the 

gist Adam — the stately man of red day, rising feom the hand 
of the Almighty Potte. Larger and t^er men we have seen, 
Sgnres more artisticaily framed we have seen, faces mere 
chastely chiselled, and “sickbed o'er with the pale cast of 
thonght.’" ars not nncQniniQn; bnt the power and pecnlianty 
cf yfiison's bodv I2.V in the combination of ail those quahties 
which so to form a model man. There was his stature, abon^ 
six feet t?ro inches. There were his erect port and stately 
tread- There was his bread and brawny chest. There was s 
brow — lofty, round, and broad. There were his ^es, literally 
games of gie, vdreii roused. There were a nose, mouth, and 
chin, expressing, by turns, grmest determination, exquisite 
feeling, humour of die drollest sort, and geiv rage. And gow- 
ing round his temples, but not “ beneath his shoulders broad, ^ 
were locks of the true Celtic yellow, reminding you of the mans 
worn by the ancient bison in the Deu-Ca!edonian forests. “ Ton 
are a man,” said Napoleon, when he grst saw Goethe. Similar 
exclamadons were often uttered by strangers, as thev un- 
expectedly encountered Wils-on in the streets. Tohnson said 
of Surke, that you could not converse with hhr for gve minute 
under a shed without saying, “ this is an extraordinarv man."' 

tears 
tittering 

a single word; his face, his eye, his port, his chest, all united in 
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;he' 


-the most anteu. 


cuiturea o: tue sons ox men, 
tean in the ordinary smse of that word, for 
unquesuonab’y he had received or given himself an ecucauon 
^'p-uaoremary as was rtfs genius, \et there was a want cx 
ponsh ana tmtsh about his look, nis ham, his dress, and aesture, 
tnat seemed ce.'Xrc and savage, and which made some'^ hvoer- 
enues talk of him as a splendid beast — a cross between the man, 
the ^rngle, and the lirm You saw at least cue who had been 
u.uut among the woods, and much amonc the wild beasts, who, 
' hz'5. czztzx 
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who had slept for nights among the heather, who had bathed 
in midnight lakes, and shouted from the top of midnight hills, 
and robbed eagles’ eyries, and made snow-men, and wooed 
solitude as a bride; and yet, withal, there was something in 
his bearing which sliowed the scholar, the gentleman, the man 
of the world, and the waggish observer; and if one presumed 
on his oddity, and sought to treat him as a simpleton, or semi- 
maniac, he could resent the presumption by thro^ving at him a 
word which fathered him to the bone, or darting at him a 
glance which shrivelled him up into remorse and insignificance. 
His eye was indeed a most smgular eye. Now it glittered like 
a sharp simht sword; now it assumed a dewy expression of the 
slyest humour; now it swam in tears; now it became dim and 
deep under some vision of grandeur which had come across it; 
now it seemed searching every heart among his hearers; and 
now it appeared to retire and communicate directly with his 
own. And woe to those against whom it did rouse in anger 1 
It was then Cceur de Lion in the Talisman, with his hand and 
foot advanced to defend the insulted banner of England. 

Indeed, we marvel that no critic hitherto has noticed the 
striking similitude between Wilson, and Scott’s portraiture of 
Richard the Lion-hearted. We are almost inclmed to think 
that Sir Walter had him in his eye. Many of their qualities 
were the same. The same leonine courage and nobility of 
nature; the same fierce and ungovernable passions; the same 
high and generous temper; the same love of adventure and 
frolic; the same taste for bouts of pleasure and lowly society; 
the same love of song and music; the same imprudence and 
improvidence; the same power of concentrating the passions 
of hot hearts and amorous inclinations upon their wives; and 
the same personal appearance to the very letter — ^in complexion, 
strength, and stature — distinguish the king and the poet. 
Neither Richard nor Christopher was always a hero. The 
former enjoyed the humours of Friar Tuck as heartily as he 
did the minstrelsy of Blondel; and our lion-hearted Laker could 
be as much at home among peasants and smugglers, as he ever 
■was with Wordsworth and Coleridge. 

We have often heard Americans preferring the personal 
presence of Daniel Webster to that of Wilson. Webster we 
never saw, but, from descriptions and portraits, we have him 
somewhat clearly before our mind’s eye. He was in appear- 
ance a tall, solemn, s^varthy, thunderous-looking Puritan clergy- 
man, clad always in black, not unlike James Grahame of the 
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“Sabbath," Wilson's friend, but with a prodigiously more 
powerful expression on the eve and brow. He looked, in short, 
morallv the very reverse of what he was; he seemed the model 
of a high-principled and conscientious man. Wilson’s face 
and form were equally massive, far sunnier and far truer to his 
genial and unlimited nature. 

As a man, Wilson was much misunderstood. Not only were 
his personal habits grossly misrepresented, but his whole nature 
was belied. He was set down by many as a strange compound 
of wilful oddit}-, boisterous spirits, swaggering ostentation, and 
true genius. Let us hear, on the other side, one who knew him 
intimately, and loved him as a son a father — our friend Thomas 
Aird. His words, written since Mtilson’s decease, are identical 
with aU his prirate statements to us on the same subject: — 
“ He was singularly modest, and even deferential. His 
estimates of life were se\‘erely practical ; he was not sanguine ; 
he was not e\*ea hopeful enough. Those who approached the 
author of the Nodes in domestic life, expecting exchanges of 
boisterous glee, soon found out their mistake. No writing for 
mere money, no “ dabbling in the pettiness of fame,” with this 
great spirit, in its own negligent grandeur, modest, quiet, 
negligent, because, amidst all the beaut}- and joy of the world, 
it stood watting and wondering on vaster shores than lie by the 
seas of tinted 

These words arc not oiJy beautiful, but true, although they 
represent Wilson only in his higher moods. He could, and 
often did, indulge in boisterous glee, while, like many humorists, 
his heart within was serious, if not sad enough. And this leads 
us to the question as to his faith — ^what was it? He was un- 
questionably of a deeply religious temperament; but he had 
not gi\-en it a proper culture. He was not, we think, satisfied 
with any of the present forms of the Qiristian religion; }'et 
there was something in him far beyond nature-worship. His 
attitude, indeed, was just that described by Aird. Like the 
spirits of Foster, Coleridge, Arnold, and mimy others in our 
strapge cm, while accepting Christianit}- as a whole, l\ulson’s 
spirit was “ v.-aiting and wondering ” tiH’the mhrhtc ^-eil should 
drop, and show all m>-steries made plain in the light of another 
sphere. _ Had he_ more resolutely lived the Christian life in its 
•^y-'^etic actirities, and approved himself more a soia’ant of 
duly, his \-iews had perhaps become clearer and more consohng. 
And yet, what can we say? Arnold was a hirrh heroic worker, 
nay, seemed a humble, de\-otcd Christian, and vet died with a 
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heart broken by the uncertainties of this transition and t\nlight 
age. 

)ilany thought and called Wilson a careless, neglectful man. 
He ^^'as not, indeed, so punctual as the Iron Duke in answering 
letters, nor could he be alwaj’S “ fashed ” with young aspirants. 
But this arose more from indolence than from indifference. 
He was to many men a generous and constant friend and patron. 
Few have had encouraging letters from him, but many have 
had cheering words, and a word from him went as far as a letter, 
or many letters from others. 

We pass to speak of the constituents of his genius. These 
were distinguished by their prodigal abundance and variety. 
He was what the Germans call an “ all-sided man.” He had, 
contrary to common opinion, much metaphysical subtlety, 
which had not indeed been sulijected, any more than some of 
his other faculties, to careful cultivation. But none can read 
some of his articles, or could have listened to many of his 
lectures, without the conviction that the metaphysical power 
was strong within him, and that, had he not by instinct been 
taught to despise metaphysics, he might have become a meta- 
physician, as universally wise, as elaborately ingenious, as 
captiously critical, as -wilfully novel, and as plausibly and pro- 
foundly wrong, as any of the same class that ever lived. But 
he did despise this science of pretensions, and used to call it 
“ dry as the dust of summer.” Of his imagination we need 
not speak. It was large, rich, ungovernable, fond alike of the 
beautiful and -the sublime, of the pathetic and the terrible. 
His wit -was less remarkable than liis humour, which was one 
of the most la-vish and piquant of his faculties. Add to this, 
great memory, keen, sharp intellect, wde sympathies, strong 
passion, and a boundless command of a somewhat loose, but 
musical and energetic diction, and you have the outline of his 
gifts and endo-wments. He ^vas deficient only in that plodding, 
painstaking sagacity which enables many commonplace men 
to excel in the physical sciences. If he ever crossed the “ Ass’ 
Bridge,” it must have been at a flying leap, and -with recalci- 
trating heels, and he -vvns much better acquainted, we suspect, 
■with the “ Fluxions ” of the Tweed, than with those of Leibnitz 
and Ne-wton. 

His powtys have never, we think, found an adequate develop- 
ment. It is only the bust of Wilson we have before us. Yet 
let us not, because he has not done mightier things, call his 
achievements small; they are not only very considerable in 
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themselves, but of a very diversified character. He was a 
critic, humorist, writer of fiction, professor, poet, and periodical 
writer. And, &st, as a critic, criticism mth him was not an 
art or an attainment: it was an insight and an enthusiasm. 
He loved everything that was beautiful in literature, and 
abhorred all that was false and affected, and pitied all that 
was weak and dull; and his criticism was just the frank, fear- 
less, and eloquent expression of that love, Ihat abhorrence, and 
that pity. Hence his was a catholic criticism; hence his canons 
were not artificial; hence he abhorred the formal, the mystical, 
and the pseudo-philosophic schools of criticism; hence the 
reasons he gave for his verdicts were drawn, not from arbitrary 
rules, but directly from the great principles of human nature. 
With what joyous gusto did he approach a favourite author! 
His praise fell on books like autumn sunshine, and whatever 
it touched it gilded and glorified. And when, on the other 
hand, he was disgusted or offended, with what vehement 
sincerity, 'with what a noble rage, with what withering sarcasm, 
or with what tumultuous invective, did be express his wrath. 
His criticisms are sometimes rambling, sometimes rhapsodical,' 
sometimes overdone in praise or in blame; often you are com- 
pelled to differ from his opinions, and sometimes to doubt if 
they are fully formed in his own mind, and in polish, precision, 
and depth, they are inferior to a few others; but, in heartiness, 
eloquence, variety, consummate ease of motion, native insight, 
and sincerity, they stand alone. 


We have alluded to his extraordmary gift of humour. It 
was not masked and subtle, like Lamb’s; it was broad rich, 
bordering on farce, and strongly impregnated with imagination. 
It was this last characteristic which gave it its peculiar power, 
as Patrick Robertson can testify. This gentleman possesses 
nearly as much fun as Wilson, but, in their convemational 
cont^ts, Wilson, whenever he lifted up the daring wing of 
imagination, left him floundering far behind. 

Good old Dr. MacIntyre, we have seen, thought Wilson’s 
/er/f was fiction. We can hardly concur with the doctor in 
this opinion, for although many of his tales are fine they are 
so pnncipally from the poetr>' of the descriptions which are 
sprinkled through them. He docs not tell a story well, and this 
berausc he is not i^lm enough. As Coiv-per says, he prefers 
John Newton, as a historian, to Gibbon and Robertson; because, 
while they swg, you your story; and history is a thing to 
be s.aid, not sung. Pcforc we met this remark, we had made it 
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in reference to Wilson and Scott. Scott says his stories, and 
Wilson swgs them. Hence, while Wilson in passages is equal 
to Scott, as a whole, his works of fiction are greatly less interest- 
mg, and seem less natural. Wilson is a northern Scald, not so 
inuch narrating as pouring out passionate poetic rhapsodies, 
thinly threaded with incident; Scott is a Minstrel of the border, 
who can he poetical when he pleases, but who lays more stress 
upon the general interest of the tale he tells. Even in descrip- 
tion he is not, in general, equal to Scott, and that for a similar 
reason. Wilson, when describing, rises out of the sphere of 
prose into a kind of poetic rhyt^; Scott never goes beyond 
the line which separates the style of lofty prose from that of 
absolute poetry. Wilson is too Ossianic in his style of narration 
and description; and had he attempted a novel in three or four 
volumes, it had been absolutely illegible. Even Margaret 
Lindsay, his longest tale, rather tires before the close through 
ite sameness of eloquence and monotony of pathos; only very 
short letters should be all written in tears and blood. And his 
alternations of gay and grave are not so well managed in his 
rales^ iu his Nodes. Yet nothing can be finer than some of 
his individual scenes and pictures. Who has forgotten his 
^cottish sunset, which seems dipped in fiery gold, or that rain- 
ow which bridges over one of his most pathetic stories, or the 
qrowning of Henry Needham, or the elder’s death-bed, or that 
incomparable thunderstorm, which seems stiU to bow its giant 
'vit^ of gloom over Ben Nevis and the glen below? In no 
^ uot even Scott, do we find prose passages so gorgeous, 
so uiled with the intensest spirit of poetry, and rising so finely 
^^^^uguage and rhythm as these. 

Ve have of late frequently applied, to apparently fine prose 
• the test of reading it aloud, and have judged accord- 

S y of its rhythm, as well as of its earnestness and power, 
hi^'h indeed, can stand this. MacCall of Manchester’s 

S 'Wrought paragraphs seem miserably ^'erbose and empty 
aloud; Hamilton of Leeds’ sentences are too short 
sou 'to stand this test; and even Ruskin’s most 

dis laboured passages assume an aspect of splendid 

forced and factitious enthusiasm, when thus tried. 

® uetter passages, on the otlier hand, of Hall, Chalmers, 
^'^ott, Croly, De Quincey, and, we add, of I^Iacaulay, 
tho^^ 7 ordeal; and so, too, tlie descriptions in 

«( and SJiadoiDs of Scottish Life. 

'“Ome b,ack into memor}', thou most brilliant and genial 
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of all professors, as we have seen thee in the days of other 
years 1 ” We enter the class-room, and take, we shall suppose, 
the most remote seat in the sloping array of benches. We 
find ourselves surrounded by youths of all varieties of appear- 
ance and diversities of standing, waiting, some eagerly, others 
with an air of perfect indifference, for the entrance of the 
professor. Yonder two are discussing liie question whether 
Wilson be a real Christian, or a true poet. One is preparing 
his pencil for making a caricature of his illustrious teacher; 
and another is mending his pen for the purpose of taking down 
notes of the lecture. A few are knocking their heels against the 
groimd, because the morning is cold, and, perhaps, in a loud 
whisper discussing the merits of the leading “ star ” in the Royal 
Theatre, where they had been over night. Here and there 
you see strangers — some enthusiastic youths from England, or 
some clerical-looking gentlemen from the North of Scotland — ■ 
whose fidgety air tells you that they are wearying for the 
appearance of the lion, and who seem regarding his class with 
feelings of unmixed contempt. At last you hear a certain 
bustle, and immediately after, there comes rushing along from 
the left-hand side a tall, yellow-haired man, in a gown, who 
steps up to the platform, and turns toward you eyes, a brow, 
a cheek, a chin, a chest, and a port, which instantly stamp him 
a Titan among the children of men. His hair rolls down his 
temples like a cataract of gold ; his eyes are light-blue, sparkling, 
^d at times so fierce, that they seem two loopholes opening 
into a brain of fire ; his cheek is flushed by exercise and air into 
a rich manly red; his chin is cut like that of a marble Antinous; 
his chest is broad and ample, and seems ready either as a bul- 
wark to break, or as a floodgate to let forth strong emotion; his 
lip&are firmly set, yet mild; the aspect of the lower face is that 
of peach-like bloom, and peach-like peace, the aspect of the upper 
IS that of high, rapt enthusiasm, like that of Apollo, looking up 
after the path of one of his sunny arrows ; the port is erect, yet 
not haughty — ^high, yct not overbearing or contemptuous — and, 
ere he has opened his lips, you say internally, “ I have found a 
man of the old heroic breed, strength, and stature.” He begins 
us lecture. For a little you are disappointed. His voice is 
deep, but seems monotonous; his utterance is slow; his pro- 
nunciation IS peculiar; his gesture uncouth; what he says, is 
a rather conf iscd and embarrassed repetition of a past lecture; 

lesigning yourself to a mere passive and wondering 
gaze at the personnel of the man, expecting nothing from his 
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mouth, when the progress of his discussion compels him to quote 
a few lines of poctrj', and tlien his enthusiasm appears, not 
rapidly bursting, but slowly defiling like a great army into view, 
his eye kindles, enlarges, and seems to embrace the whole of 
his audience in one glance, his chest heaves, his arms \nbrate, 
sometimes his clenched hand smites the desk before him, and 
his tones deepen and deepen dorni into abysses of pathos and 
mdody, as if searching for the very soul of sound, to bring it 
into upper air. And, after thus having arrested you, he never 
for an instant loses his grasp, but, by successive shock after 
shock of electric power, roll after roll of slow thunder, he does 
vith you what he v/ills, as with his own, and leaves you in pre- 
cisely the state in which you feel yourself when awakening from 
some deep, delightful dream. He had, besides, certain great 
field-days, as a lecturer, in which, from beginning to end, he 
spoke with sustained and accelerating power: as when he 
advocated the immortality of the soul ; described the sufferings 
of Indian prisoners; explained his ideas of the beautiful; or 
described the character of the miser. The initiated among the 
students used to watch and weary for these grand occasions, 
and all who heard him then, felt that genius and eloquence 
could go no further, and tliat they were standing beside him 
on the pinnacle of intellectual power. 

His poetiy' proper has been generally thought inferior to his 
prose, and beneath the level of his powers. Yet, if we admire 
it less, we at times love it more. It is not great, or intense, 
or highly impassioned, but it is true, tender, and pastoral. It 
has been well called the “ poetry of peace; ” it is from “ towns 
and toils remote.” In it the author seems to be exiled from 
the bustle and conflict of the world, and to inhabit a country 
of his own, not an entirely ” Happy Valley,” for tears there fall, 
and clouds gather, and hearts break, and death enters, but the 
tears are quiet, llie clouds are windless, the hearts break in 
silence, and the awful shadow comes in softly, and on tiptoe 
departs. Sometimes, indeed, the solitude and silence are dis- 
turbed by the apparition of a “wild deer,” and the poet is 
surprised into momentary- rapture, and a stormy Ijnric is flung 
abroad on the winds. But, in general, the region is calm, and 
the very sounds are all in unison and league with silence. As 
a poet, however, Wilson was deficient, far more than as a prose 
A\Titer, in objective interest, as rvell as in concentration of 
purpose. His poetry has neither that reflective depth which 
causes j-ou to recur so frequently to the poetrj’^ of Wordsworth, 



42 Gilfillan’s Literary Portraits 

nor that dazzling lightness and brilliance of movement which 
fascinates you in Scott. It is far, too, from being a full reflection 
of his multifarious and powerful nature; it represente only a 
little quiet nook in his heart, a small sweet vein in his genius, 
as though a lion were to carry somewhere within his broad 
breast a little bag of honey, like that of the bee. It does not 
discover him as he is, but as he would wish to have been. His 
poetry is the Sabbath of his soul. And there are moods of _mmd 
— quiet, peaceful, autmnnal moments — in which you enjoy it 
better than the poetry of any one else, and find a metaphor for 
its calm and holy charm in the words of Coleridge — 

The moonbeams steep’d in silentness, 

The steady weather-cock. 

The revolving, impatient wheel, the boundless versatility of 
Wilson’s genius, quieted and at rest, as we see it in his poetry, 
could not be better represented than in these lines. In Coleridge, 
indeed, as in some true poets, we find aU characters and varieties 
of intellect represented unconsciously and by anticipaiion, even 
as frost, fire, and rock-work — each contains all architecture and 
all art, silently anticipated in its varied forms and prophetic 
imitations. 

In his periodical writings alone do we find anything like an 
adequate display of his varied powers. You saw only the half- 
man in the professor’s chair, and only the quarter-man in his 
poetry; but in the Nodes, and the satirico-serious papers he 
scattered over Blackwood, you saw the whole Wilson — ^the 
Cyclops now at play, and now manufacturing thimderbolte for 
Jove; now cachinnating in his cave, now throwing rocks and 
mountains at his enemies, and now poining out awful complaints, 
and asking strange, yet reverent queries in the ear of the gods- 
Wilson’s relation to his age has been, like Byron’s, some- 
what uncertain and vacillating. He has been, on the whole, 
a “ lost leader.” He has, properly speaking, belonged neither 
to the old nor new, neither to the conservative nor to the move- 
ment, neither to the infidel nor the evangelical sides. Indeed, 
our grand quarrel with him is, that he was not sufficiently in 
earnest; that he did not with his might what his hand found 

talents in a napkin; that he trifled 
with his inestimable powers, and had not a sufficiently strong 
sense of stewardship on his conscience. This has been often 
said, and wc thought it generally agreed on, till our attention 
was turned to a pamphlet, entitled “ Professor Wilson— a 
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Memorial and Estimate,” which, amid tolerably good points 
and thoughts here and there, is written in a style which, for 
looseness, inaccuracy, verbosity, and affected obscurity, baffles 
description, besides abounding in flagrant and, we fear, wilful 
misstatements, and in efforts at fine ^\Titing, which make you 
blush for Scottish literature. The poor creature who indites 
this farrago of pretentious nonsense, asserts that the “ Life of 
Wilson seems to have been as truly fruitful as that of any author 
within the range of English literature,” and proves the state- 
ment bj’ the following portentous query : “ That wild air of 
the unexpressed poet, the inglorious Milton, the Shakspere that 
might have been, what was it but a rich spice of the fantastic 
humour of the man, a part of that extraordinary character which 
so delighted in its sport, that, whether he jested on himself, 
or from behind a mask might be making some play of you, you 
knew not, nor were sure if it meant mirth, confidence, or a solemn 
earnest such as he only could appreciate ? ” What this may 
mean we cannot tell; but the writer becomes a little more in- 
telligible when he speaks, in some later portion of his production, 
of the great popularity which Wilson’s redacted and collected 
works are to obtain, not appearing to know the fact, that the 
'Recreations of Christopher North, published some twelve years 
ago, have never reached a second edition, and that old William 
Blackwood, one of the acutest bibliophiles that ever lived, refused 
to rc-publish Wilson’s principal articles in Maga ; nor did the 
Recreations appear till after Blackwood’s death. Splendid 
passages and inestimable thoughts, of course, abound in all 
that Wilson wrote, but the want of pervasive purpose, of genuine 
artistic instinct, of condensation, and of finish, has denied true 
unity, and perhaps permanent power, to his writings. He will 
probably be best remembered for his Lights and Shadows — a 
book wmch, although not a full discovery of his powers, lies in 
portable compass, and embalms that fine nationality which so 
peculiarly distinguished his genius. Probably a wise selection 
from his Nodes, too, might become a popular book. 

Wilson had every inducement to have done more than he did. 
He was of a strong healthy nature; he had much leisure; he had 
great, perhaps too great facility of expression. He was the pet 
of the public for many years. But he did not, alas! live 
habitually in his “ great Taskmaster’s eye.” We quarrel not 
with his unhappy uncertainties of mind; they are but too 
incident to all imaginative and thoughtful spirits. We quarrel 
not with his “ waiting and wondering ” on the brink of the un- 
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seen, but his uncertainty should not have paralysed and emas- 
culated a man of his gigantic proportions. If beset by doubts 
and demons, he ought to have tried at least to fight his way 
through them, as many a resolute spirit has done before him- 
AVhat had he to endure, compared to Cowper, who for many 
years imagined that a being, mightier than the fallen angels — 
Ahrimanes himself — ^held him as his property, and yet who, 
under the pressure of this fearful delusion, wrote and did his 
best, and has left some works which, while satisf3dng the severest 
critics, are manuals and household words ever3nvliere ? Wilson, 
on the other hand, seldom wrote an)^hing except from the 
compulsion of necessity. Although not a writer for bread, 
much of his writing arose to the tune of the knock of the printer’s 
“ devil; ” and his efforts for the advancement of the race, 
although we believe really sincere, were to the last degree 
fluctuating, irregular, and imcertain. 

It is a proof, we think, of Wilson’s weakness, as well as of 
his power, that he has been claimed as a possible prize on so 
many and such diverse sides. He might have been, says one, 
the greatest preacher of the age. He might have been, says 
another, the greatest actor of tiie day. He might have been, 
says a third, the greatest dramatist, next to Shakspere, that 
ever lived. He might have been, says a fourth, a powerful 
parliamentary orator. He might have been, says a fifth, a 
traveller superior to Bruce or Park. Now, while this proves 
the estimation in which men hold his vast versatility, it proves 
also, that there was something wrong and shattered in the 
structure of a mind which, whUe presenting so many angles to 
so many objects, never fully embraced any of them, and while 

1 d universal, has left results so comparatively 


Nevertheless, after all these deductions, where shall we lool 
lor his like again? A more generous, a more wide-minded, s 
more courteous, and a more gifted man, probably never lived- 
Scotland’s brightest son, not, perhaps, ever 
1*^^ ur^, and he, Scott, and Bums, must rank ever- 
cwfe “ the fet Three of her men of genius, h 

-tW desolation creeps across us, as we remember 

of £ shnlP this earth no more; those eye 5 

i Sat of that voice, mellow 

“ dl Si S'; breaking on a sflver stra^id, shall 

l ^hat large heart shall no more 

nurror nature and humanity on its stormy, yet sunlit surface. 
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Yet long shall Scotland, ay, and the world, continue to cherish 
his image, and to bless his memor>’; and whether or not he 
obtain a splendid mausoleum, he will not require it, for he can 
(we heard him once quote the words in reference to Scott, as 
he only could quote them) 

A mipluicr monument command— 

The mountains of his native laud. 



A CLUSTER OF NEW POETS i 

SYDNEY YENDYS 

This book^ we hesitate not to pronounce the richest volume 
of recent poetry next to Festtts. It is a “ wilderness ” of 
thought — a sea of towering im^ery and surging passion. 
Usually a man’s first book is his richest, containing, as it 
generally does, all the good things which had been accumulat- 
ing in his portfolio for years before he published. But while 
The Roman was full of beauties. Balder is overflowing, and the 
beauties, we think, are of a rarer and profounder sort. There 
was much poetry in The Roman, but there was more rhetoric. 
Indeed, many of the author’s detractors, while granting him 
powers of splendid eloquence, denied him the possession of the 
purely poetic element. Balder must, unquestionably, put these 
to silence, and convince all worth convincing, that Yendys is 
intensely and transcendently a poet. 

In two things only does Balder yield to The Roman. It has, 
as a story, little interest, being decidedly subjective rather than 
objective; and, secondly, its writing is not, as a whole, so dear. • 
In The Rotnan, he was almost always distinctly, dazzlingly 
clear. The Monk was never in a mist for a moment; but 
Balder, as he has a Norse name, not unfrequently speaks or 
bellows from the centre of northern darkness. We speak, we 
must say, however, after only one readme; perhaps a second 
may serve to clear up a good deal that seems obscure and 
chaotic. 

The object of the poet is to show that natural goodness, 
without the divine guidance, is unable to conduct even the 
loftiest of the race to any issue but misery and despair. This 
he does in the story of Balder — a man of vast intelligence, and 
aspiring to universal intellectual power — who, partly through 
the illness of his wife, represented as the most amiable of women, 
and partly through his ovm unsatisfied longings of soul, is reduced 
to absolute VTetchedness, and is left sacrificing her life to his 

* Trom A Third GaUery of Literary Portraits, 1854. 

’ Balder. By tbc AuUior of The Rotnan. 
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disquietude and baffled ambition. The poem has one or two 
interlocutors besides Balder and Amy, but consists principally 
of soliloquies uttered and songs sung by these two in alternate 
scenes, and has very little dramatic interest. It is entitled 
Balder, Pari First ; a title which pretty broadly hints that a 
second poem — ^with a far sublimer argument (the inevitable 
sequel of the former), showing how, since natural goodness fails 
in reforming the world, or making any man happy, divine good- 
ness must be expected to perform the work — may be looked 
for. 

We pass from the general argument and bearing of the poem, 
to speak more in detail of its special merits and defects. The 
great merit of the book, as we have already hinted, is its 
Australian wealth of thought and imagery. Bailey must look 
after his laurels; Tennyson, Smith, and Bigg are all in this 
one quality eclipsed by Yendys. Nor are the pieces of gold 
small and of little value; many of them are large nuggets — 
more precious than they are sparkling. Here, for instance, is 
a cluster of noble similitudes, reminding you of Jeremy Taylor’s 
thick rushing “ So have I seen: ” — 

Nature from my birth 
Confess’d me, as one who in a multitude 
Confesseth her beloved, and makes no sign; 

Or as one all unzoned in her deep haunts, 

If her true love come on her unaware. 

Hastes not to hide her breast, nor is afraid; 

Or as a mother, ’mid her sons, display's 
The arms their glorious father wore, and, kind. 

In silence, witli discerning love commits 
Some lesser danger to each younger hand. 

But to the conscious eldest of the house 
The naked sword; or as a sage, amid 
His pupils in the peopled portico, 

Where all stand cqutd, gives no precedence. 

But by intercalated look and word. 

Of equal seeming, wise but to the wise. 

Denotes the favour’d scholar from the crowd ; 

Or as the keeper of the palace-gate _ 

Denies the gorgeous stranger, and his pomp 
Of gold, but at a glance, although he come 
In fashion as a commoner, unstarr’d. 

Lets the prince pass. 

By what a strong, rough, daring figure does Balder describe 
the elements of his power: — 

Thought, Labour, Patience, 

And a strong Will, that, being sel to boil 
The broth of Hecate, troi»W shred his flesh 
Info the caldron, and stir deep, xcith arms 
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Flay’d to the seething bone, ere there default 
One tittle from the spell — these should not strive 
In vain ! 

The repose 

Of Beauty — where she lieth bright and still 
As some spent angel, dead-asleep in light 
On the most heavenward top of all this world, 

Wing-weary. 

Of what follows death he says — 

The first, last secret all men hear, and none 
Betray. 

My hand shakes; 

_ But with the trembling eagerness of him 
Who buys an Indian kingdom with a bead. 

Fancy, like the image that our boors 

Set by their kine, doth milk her of her tears, 

And loose the terrible unsolved distress 
Of t umi d Nature. 

Men of drug and scalpel still are men. 

I call them the gnomes 
Of science, min ers who scarce see the light. 

Working within the bowels of the world 
Of beauty. 

Love 

Makes us aU poets 

From the mount 

Of high transfiguration you come down 
Into your common lifetime, as the diver 
Breathes upper air a moment ere he plunge. 

And by mere virtue of that moment, lives 
In breathless deeps, and dark. We poets live 
Upon the height, saying, as one of old, 

** Let us make tabemades: it is good 
To be here," 

Dauntless Angelo, 

Who drew the Judgment, in some daring hope 
That, seeing it, the gods could not depart 
From so divine a pattern. 

Sad Alighieri, like a waning moon 
Setting in storm behind a grove of bays. 

The descriptions which follow, in pages 91 and 92 — of Milton 
and Shakspere — are very eloquent, but not, it appears to us, 
very characteristic. They are splendid evasions of their subjects. 
Reading Milton is not like swimming the Alps, as an ocean sink- 
ing and swelling udth the billows; it is rather like trying to fly 
to heaven, side by side wth an angel who is at full speed, and 
docs not even sec his companion — so eagerly is he straining at 
the glorious goal which is fixing his eye, and from afar flushing 
his cheek. Nor do wc much admire this: — 

Either his muse 

Was the recording angel, or that hand 
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Cherubic which fills up the Book of Life, 

Caught what the last relaxing gripe let fall 
By a death-bed at Stratford, and henceforth 
Holds Shalcsperc’s pen. 

Noj no, dear Sydney Yendys, Shakspere no cherub, or 
seraph either; he tt^as decidedly an “ earth spirit,” or rather, 
he 'vt'as just honest, play-acting, alc-drinking Will of Stratford, 
with the most martfcllous dagueiTeot}'pic brow that ever man 
possessed, and with an immense fancy, imagination, and subtle, 
untrained intellect besides. He knew well a “ Book of Life; ” 
but it was not “ the Lamb’s ! ” — ^it was the book of the wandrous 
li^nng, loving, hating, maddening, laughing, weeping heart of 
man. Call him rather a diver than a cherub, or, better still, 
with Hazlitt and Scott, compare him to that magieian in the 
eastern tale who had the power of shooting his soul into all other 
souls and bodies, and of looking at the universe through oil 
human eyes. We are, by this comparison of Shakspere to an 
angel, irresistibly reminded of Michael Lamboume in Kenilworth, 
who, after in vain' trying to enact Arion, at last tears off his 
^i^rd, and cries “ Cog’s bones ! ” He wtis none of Arion, or 
Orion, cither, but honest Mike Lamboume, that had been drink- 
ing her Majesty’s health from morning till midnight. Lam- 
boume was just as like Orion, or his namesake the archangel 
Michael, as Shakspere like a cherubic recorder. 

Now for another cluster of minor, but exquisite, beauties, 
ere we come to give two or three superb passages: — 

Sere leaf, that quiverest through the sad-sUIl air; 

Sere leaf, that wavercst down the sluggish wind; 

Sere leaf, that whirlcst on the autumn gust. 

Free in the ghastly anarchy of death ; 

The sudden gust that, like a headsman wild, 

Uplifteth beauty by her golden hair, 

To show the world that she is dead indeed. 

The hare hill top 

Shines near above us; I feel like a child 
Nursed on his grandsirc’s knee, that longs to stroke 
The bald bright forehead ; shall we climb ? 

She look’d in her surprise 
As when the Evening Star, ia'en unaware, 

While fearless she pursues across the Heaven 
Her Lover-Sun, and on a sudden stands 
Confest in the pursuit, before a world 
Upgazing, in her m.aiden innocence 
Disarms us, and so looks, tliat she becomes 
A worship evermore. 

The order’d pomp and sacred dance of things. 

This is that same hour 
That I have seen before me as a star 
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Seen from a rushing comet through the black 
And forward night, which orbs, and orbs, and orbs. 

Till that which was a shining spot in space 
Flames out between us and the tiniverse, 

And bums the heavens with glory. 

We quoted his description of Night once before from MS. 

We give it again, however: — 

And lo! the last strange sister, but though last. 

Elder and haught, called Night on earth, in heaven 
Nameless, for in her far youth she was given, 

Pale as she isj to pride, and did bedeck 
Her bosom with innumerable gems. 

And God He said, “ Let no man look on her 
For ever; ” and, begirt with this strong spell. 

The Moon in her wan hand, she wanders forth. 

Seeking for some one to behold her beauty; 

And wheresoe’er she cometh, eyelids close. 

And the world sleeps. 

This description has been differently estimated. Some have 
called it magnificent, and others fantastic; some a matchless 
gem, and oriiers a colossal conceit. But we think there can 
he but one opinion about the following picture of Evening. 
seems to us as exquisitely beautiful as anything in Spenser, 
Wordsworth, or Shelley: — 

And seest thou her who kneeieth clad in gold 
And purple, ivith a flush upon her cheek, 

And upturn’d eyes, /aW of the love and sorrow 
Of other worlds ? Tis said, that when the sons 
Of God did walk the earth, she loved a star. 

Here the description should have stopped, and here we stop 
it wishing that the author had. But it is curious and character- 
istic, not so much of the genius as of the temperament (or rather 
of bodily sufferings influencing that temperament) of this gifted 
poet, that he often sinks and falls on the very threshold of 
perfection. Another word, and all were gained, to the very 
measure and stature of Miltonic excellence ; but the word comes 
not, or the -wrong word comes instead ; and as Yendys, like the 
tiger, takes no second spring, the whole effect is often lost 
We notice the same in Shelley, Keats, and especially m Leigh 
Hunt, -who has made and spoiled many of the finest poetic 
pictures in the world. Wordsworth, Tennyson, and Alexander 
Smith, arc signal in this, that all their set descriptions and 
pet passages are finished to the last trembling articulation; 
complete even to a comma. Yendys has, perhaps, superior, 
or equal genius; he has also an equal rvill and desire to elaborate; 
wlak ahvays willing, the flesh is often 
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Speaking of the Resurrection to Amy, Balder says: — 

My childhood’s dream. Is it a dream? For thou 
Art such a thing as one might think to see 
Upon a footstone, sitling in the stm, 

Beside a broken grave. 

I have been like 

A prophet fallen on his prostrate face 
Upon the hill of fire. 

Such is the prophet above. Mark him now, as he comes 
down to mankind : — 

In the form 

Of manhood I wiU get me down to man! 

As one goes down from Alpine top with snows 
Upon his head, I, who have stood so long 
On other Alps, will go down to my race, 

Snow'd on with somewhat out of Divine air ; 

And merely walking through them with a step 
God-Uke to music, like the golden sound 
Of Phabus' shoulder’d arrows, I will shake 
The laden manna round me as I shake 
Dews from this morning tree. 

He has, two or three pages after this, a strange effusion, called 
the “ Song of the Sun,” which we predict sh^ divide opinion 
still more than his “ Night.” Some will call it worthy of Goethe ; 
others will call it a forced extravaganza, a half-frenzied imita- 
tion of Shelley’s “ Qoud.” We incline to a somewhat inter- 
mediate notion. At the first reading, it seemed to us to bear 
a suspicious resemblance, not to Shelley’s “ Cloud,” but to that 
tissue of noisy nonsense (where, as there was no reason, there 
ought at least to have been rhjnne), Warren’s “ Lily and the 
Bee.” Hear this, for instance. Mark, it is Sol that speaks: — 

Love, love, love, how beautiful, oh love! 

Art thou weU-awaken'd, little fiower ? 

Are thine eyelids open, little flower? 

Are they cool with dew, oh little flower? 

Ringdove, Ringdove, 

This is my golden finger; 

Between the upper branches of the pine 
Come forth, come forth, and sing unto my day. 

Mfflo will encore the sun in such ditties as these? But he 
has some more vigorous strains, worthy almost of that voice 
wherewnth Goethe, in his ” Prologue to Faust,” has represented 
him' making “ music to the spheres — 

I will spend day among you like a king! 

Your water shill be wine because 1 reign! 

Arise, my hand is open, it is day! 

Rise! as men strike a bell, and make it music. 

So have I struck the earth, and made it day. 
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As one Wow's a trumpet tlirough the valleys, 

So from my golden trumpet I blow,' day. 

White-favour’d day is sailing on the 
And, like a sudden harvest in the land, 

Thf tzindy land is icaring gold with day I 
1 have done my task; 

Do yours. And what is this that I have given. 

And wherefore? Look ye to it! As ye can. 

Be wise and foolish to the end. For me, 

1 under aH heavens go forth, praising God. 

Well sungj old Baal ! Thou hast become a hind of Christian 
in these latter days. But we have seen a far stronger, less 
mystic, and dearer song, attributed to thy lips before, although 
Yendys has not. His, as a whole, is not worthy either of thee 
orhimselEI 

But what beautiful words are these about the srm’s darling 
summer — ^iinmediately below this sun-song? 

Alas! that one 
Should use the days of summer but to live. 

And breathe but as the needful element 
The strange, superfiuotts glory of the air I 
Nor rather stand apart in awe beside 
Th' untouch’d Time, and saying o’er and o’er. 

In love and wonder, “ These are summer-days.” 

We quote but one more of these random and ransomless 
gems: — 

The Sublime and Beautiful, 

Eternal toxins, one dark, one fair; 

She leaning on her grand heroic brother, 

As in a picture of some old romaunt. 

We promised next to quote one or two longer passages. We 
wish we had room for all the description of Chamouni, which, 
like the scene, is unapproachable — ^the most Miltonic strain 
since Milton — and this, because it accomplishes its sublime 
effects merely by sublime thought and image, almost disdaining 
aught but simple and colloquial words. Yet we must give a 
few scattered stones from this new Alp in descriptive literature 
— this, as yet, the masterpiece of its author’s genius: — 

Chamouni, ’mid sternest Alps, 

The gentlest valley; bright meandering track 
Of summer, when she winds among the snows 
From land to land. Behold its faS-est field 
Beneath the bolt-scarr’d forehead of the huig 
Low lying, hTcc a heart of sweet desires, 

Pulsing all day a living beauty deep 
Into the suUen secrets of the rocks, 

Tender as Love amid the Destinies 

^d Terrors; whereabout the great heights stand. 

uown-gazing, like a solemn company 
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Of grey hcatls mot logciher to look back 
Upon a far- fond memory of youth. 

Tficre being old 

jMI days and >Tars they maunder on their thrones 
Mountainous muttcrings, or through the vale 
Roll the long roar from startled side to side, 

When whoso, lifting up his sudden voice 
A moment, speaketh of his meditation, 

And thinks again. There shall thou learn to stand 
One in tliat comp.any, and to commune 
With them, saying, “ Thou, oh Alp, and thou, and thou, 

And 1," Nathlcss, proud equal, look thou take 
Heed of thy peer, lest he perceive thee not— 

Lest the wind blow his g.armcnt, and the hem 
Crush thee, or lest he stir, and the mere dust 
In the eternal folds bury thee quick. 

Coleridge, in his “ Hymn to Mont Blanc ” — a hymn, of which 
it is the highest praise to say that it is equal to the subject, to 
Thomson’s hymn at the end of The Seasons, to Milton’s hymn 
put into the mouth of our first parents, and to this grand effusion 
of Sydney Yendys — says, 

Torrents, methinks, that heard a mighty voice, 

And straight stood still. 

Motionless torrents — silent cataracts ! 

Balder has thus nobly expanded, if he ever (which we doubt) 
thought of, the Coleridgcan image: — 

The ocean of a frozen world; 

A marble storm fn monumental rage ; 

Passion at nought, and strength still strong in vain — 

A wrestling giant, spell-bound, but not dead. 

As though the universal deluge pass’d 
These confines, and when forty days were o’er. 

Knew the set time obedient, and arose 
In haste. But Winter lifted up his hand. 

And stay’d the everlasting sign, which strives 
For ever to return. Cold crested tides. 

And cataracts more white than wintry foam. 

Eternally in act of the great leap 

That never may be ta'en — these fill the gorge. 

And rear upon the steep uplifted waves 
Immovable, that proudly feign to go. 

There follow a number of verses, striving like ante-natal 
ghosts for an incarnation worthy of their grandeur, but not so 
clearly representing the magnificent idea in the author’s mind 
to ordinary readers as we might have wished. Yet all this 
dim gulf of thought and image is radiant, here and there, with 
poetry. But how finely this passage sweetens and softens the 
grandeur before and after:— 

Here, in the lowest vale. 

Sit we beside the torrent, till the goats 
Come tinkling home at eve, with pastoral horn. 
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Slow down the winding way, plucking sweet grass 
Amid the yeUow pansies and harebells blue. 

The niilk is warm, 

The cakes are brown; 

The flax is spun, 

The kine are dry; 

The bed is laid. 

The children sleep; 

Come, husband, come 
To home and me. 

So sings the mother as she milks within 
The chalet near thee, singing so for him 
IVhom every mom she sendeth forth alone 
into the waste of mountains, to return 
At dose of day, like a reluming soul 
Out of the Infinite : lost in the whirl 
Of dancing systems, and the wildemess 
Of all things, but to one remember’d tryste. 

One human heart, and unforgotten ceU, 

True in its ceasdess self, and in its time 
Restored. 

There follows a fine picture of the “ trouble ” making cold the 
Alpine summits as the sim sets: — 

For they do watch 

The journey of the setting sun, as one 
Wio, when the weaker inmates of the house 
Have sunk about his feet in dews and shades 
Of sorrow, watches stiU, with brows or light 
And manly eye, a brother on his way; 

But when the lessening face shines no return. 

Through distance slowly lengthening, and sinks slow 
Behind the hill-top, nor him, looking back, 

The straining sense discerns, nor the far sound 
Of wheels, stands fix'd in sudden gloom profound. 

And thoughts more stern tlmn woe. 

This^ too, is very striking — 

These fall back aghast in sight 
Of everlasting Winter, where, snow-bome 
In his white realm, for ever white, he sits 
Inrnsible to men; and In his works 
Gives argument of that which seen makes faint 
Aspiring Nature, and his throne a mount 
Not to be touch'd. 

As the darkness deepens, the poet, resting his eye upon th^ 
vast snow of the upper hills, which alone continues visible, is 
reminded of a Norland legend; and with a powerful picture of 
it the noble strain closes : — 

There was a legend wild — whisper’d at eve, 

Late round the dying watchfires to awed men 
In these dead seasons, whence our D.im'sh sires — 

Oi the Great Arctic Ghost, the efficient power 
And app.arition of the frozen North, 

The mj-sllc Swan of Noma, the dread bird 
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01 xfi’irM-u !(!c. v.ith ro-tri::.': wini:i 

il'f' r.tnl il'.r iwal.inrht', 

Anii v.'lutc anil inriMi; pv'lar sn"\v;. — 
llv vni^ri'n, l»rh>il(l ill tlin'iich tli'' iiit:lit 
Swivipinp Iri'Tn hcavrn. iu lirad t<> carlti, it>. nrrk 
Diiv,Ti-r.Utar.iinc l:tnn thf' cl"'iul; atvnvc ilir claud, 
ll^ ^r^^^l van' ihrmiftli a ridUnj: ihut of slam, 

Tlnmclrou'' di^cnulim: in the nr-h of fatr. 

Our reader? will notice, in ilu?c nnd the foregoing extracts, 
a A*ast improvement over The Roman in the music of the versifi- 
cation. The verse of The Ronmn w.as constructed too much 
on tlic model of Byron, who often closes and begins his lines 
with expletives and weak words, llic verse of Yendys is much 
more Miltonic. We give, as a specimen of this, and as one of 
the finest passages in the poem, the following description of 
Mom: — 

' Lo, .Mom, 

When she stood forth .at universal prime, 

The .anpcls shouted, .and the dcu-s of joy 

Stood in the eyes of c.orth. While here" .she rcipn’d, 

Adam and Eve were full of orisons, 

.^nd could not *ln ; and so she won of God, 

Tliat ever when she walkclh in the world. 

It sliall be Eden, .tnd around her come 
The happy wonts of early P.ar.idise. 

Again the" mist ascendeth from the earth, 

And watcrclh the ground; and at the sign, 

Kature, that silent s.aw our woe, brc.aks forth 
Into her olden singing; nc.ir and far 
The full and voluntary chorus tunc 
Spontaneous throats. 

Once again 

The heavens forget their limits, pinions bright 
O'er-passing mix ih’ ethereal bounds with ours. 

And winds of morning lead between their wings 
Ambrosial odours, and cclcsti.ol airs, 

- Warm with the voices of a better world: 

Dews to the early grass. Light to the eyes, 

Brooks to the murmuring hills. Spring to the earth, 

Sweet \'-inds to opening flowers, morn to the heart. 

But more than dew to grass, or light to eyes, 

Or brooks to murmuring hills, or spring to earth. 

Or winds to opening flowers, morn to the heart ! 

Once more to live is to be happy; Life, 

With backward streaming hair, and eyes of haste, 

That look beyond the hills, doth urge no more 
Her palpitating feet; her wild hair falls 
Soft through the happy light upon her limbs; 

She turns her wondering gaze upon herself, 

Sweet saying, " It is good.” 

IVe are heal’d; 

The curse falls from our eyelids; all the thorns 
And thistles that do plague us, clad in gems, 

Stand round. 

All fetters break. 
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We are not dogs 

Nafl’d to a needful den, but irag’d lions, 

And walk the earth from choice — the fair free earth, 

■ The pulse of Being flows; the flls that ran 
Along her veins, the hand of Incubus 
Upon her throat, are gone like night! All things 
Do well, and still his rimction is to each 
Consummate welfare: as the imheeded garb 
Upon the rising and the falling breast 
of beauty, that still moveth as she movM, _ 
Breathes with her breath, and quivers with her sighs, 

So Nature’s varied robe lies light on her. 

Morn hath 110 past. 

Primeval, perfect, she, not bom to toil, 

Steppeth from under the great -weight of life, 

And stands as at the first. 

As love, that hath his cell 
In the deep secret heart, doth -with his breath 
Enrich the precincts of his sanctuary. 

And glorify the brow, and tint the cheek; 

As in a summer-garden, one beloved. 

Whom roses hide, unseen fills all the place 
With happy presence: as to the void soul. 

Beggar’d with famine and with drought, lo, God! 

And there is great abundance; so comes morv, i 
Plenishes all things, and completes the world. 

Listen to bis description of England. It is elaborate, 
the elaboration is successful; — 

This dear English land!] 

This happy England, loud with brooks and birds. 

Shining -with har\’ests, cool -with dewy trees. 

And bloom’d from hill to dell; but whose best flowers 
Axe daughters, and Ophelia stiU more fair 
Than any rose she weaves; whose noblest floods 
The pulsing torrent of a nation’s heart; 
ti'hose forests stronger than her native oaks 
Are living men; and whose nnfathom’d lakes, 

For ever calm, the unforgotten dead 
In quiet grave- yards, wiUow’d seemly round, 

O’er which To-day bends sad, and sees his face; 

Whose rocks are rights, consolidate of old. 

Through unremember’d years, around whose base 
The ever-surging peoples roll and roar 
Perpetual, as around her cliffs the seas. 

That only wash them whiter; and whose mountains 
Souls that from this mere fooling of the earth 
Lift their great xirtues, through aU clouds of Fate, 

Up to the vei-}’ heavens, and make them rise, 

To keep the gods above us. 

At the foot of the page we find something far better: — 

Balder . — Is this blossom sweet? 

Doc/nr . — Most fraerant. 

Balder . — Yet I pluck’d it on a rock 
Where common gr.ass had died. 

Le.im this, my friend: 
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Sydney Yendys 

The secret that doth make a flower a 
So frames it. that to bloom is to be sweet. 

And to receive to cive. The flower wn die, 

Buf^ot ^angc^its nature though the earth 
Staia-c it, and the reluctant air defraud, 

No soU so sterile, and no living lot 

So poor, but it hath somewhat stiU to spare 

In bounteous odours. Chantable Ihej 

Who be their having more or 

That less is more than need, and more less 

Than the great heart’s good wiu. 

We could select a hundred passages a^^some 

faithful critics, are bound now to take f 

little length, of what we tliink the defects of this remarkable 

;^°We think that the two main objections to 

monotony and obscurity. We will no Roman diat he 

an admirer of Yendye ^d of 

IS a^eat bore and h^^ug, but w 7 

much, and does too_ little T^e po 

S J'SS, ^~‘Se4 beg., 

not pelade it. as a dea,r road paases tteoujh a noble tads^pe, 
or climbs a lofty hill, distinct even lu i ^ Jc a foot- 

a line of light, connecting province then- 

path piercing dark forests, ^d often ii^d become 

umbrage. The waUings aLd from the lack 

oppressive, marticulate, erson, seem unnatural, 

of mterest connected with him P. Vhi<; obscurity of 
and produce pain rather atoratron.^^^^ 

Yendys has been, as we toted be! ' S to appear 

saw few traces of it in to Ai}iencBum, and 

m some smaller poems he contnpuw nnA-ps and scenes 

has we trust, ^hed /“i by Us C 
Of Balder. It is produced partly by ni preatlv excels: 

and allegory-figSres in which he often 

unworthy of so masculine a genius. 
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Take two specimens of this last-mentioned fault; 

Adjusting every -n-itness of the soul. 

By such external warrants I do teach 
Herself; the centre and un taken core 
Of this enchanted castle, whose far lines 
And strong circumvallations, in and in 
Concentring, I have carried, but found not 
The foe that makes them deadly; and 1 stand 
Before these most fair walls; and know he lies 
Contain’d, and in the wont of savage war 
Prowl round my scathless enemy, and plot, 

Where, at what time, with what consiunmate blow. 

To storm his last retreat, and sack the sense 
That dens her fierce decease. 

The second is worse, with the exception of the first four 
lines: — 


As one should trace 
An angel to the hiU wherefrom he rose 
To heaven, and on whose top the vacant st^s. 
In march progressive, with no backward print, 

A sudden cease. Sometimes, being swift. I meet 
His fallen mantle, tom off in the wind 
Of great ascent, whereof the Aftalic pomp 
Between mine eyes and him perchance conceals 
The bare celestial. Whose still happier speed 
Shan look up to him, while the hhMtng toy, 

In far perspective, is but as a plume 
Dropp’d from the eagle? Whose lalarian 
Shall stand unshod before him while he spreads 
His pinions? 


His description of the heroine, with all its exquisite touches, 
is considerably spoiled by a similar imwose elaboration and 
intricacy of language: — 

But when the year was grown. 

And sweet by warmer sweet to nuptial J une, 

The flowery adolescence slowly fill’d. 

Till, in a passion of roses, all the time 

Flush’d, and aroimd the glowing heavens made siht. 

And onward through the rank and buxom days, etc. 

There is a mixture of fine fancy with the quaintness and odd 
phraseology- of what fohov/s: — 


She came in September, 

And if she were o’erlaid with lily leaves, 

A nd suhsianiived by mere content of dews. 

Or limb’d of flower-stalks and sweet pedicles, 

Or made of golden dust from thigh of bees. 

Or caught of morning mist, or the unseen 
Material of an odour, her f^re text 
. Could seem no more remote from the corrupt 
And seething compxmnd of our common flesh I 

A splendid passage near this is utterly spoiled by language 



Sydney 

E„dy,»«.. ■- 

T^c po'^^/r^ in sbccr ^ (or py, 

■pid avor'k whctcm cost 

Ot oli ^cr v-c :. temp'® bidden tatt 
And ^'W^\J\'^dark beam covert nsc 
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^i'io^rid P--, aSd^);,^3tnTtbe first star 
She no ot the shnne 

ItSf . 

Of her d®“oyf vintingcd by an\ pale, 

,TPrv inr 


s&”f 'Xt-* r 

of are »6o}o ” * Vdous rose. '>»“ “fs is a star 

SoS frJ-r^oSt^-ory SiiTof « “ S 

to*! Sough 

looking whose ey gmith’s idea ot p\atonic 

T^SnetoWal ^at rvendys >s *e 
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Uiait Plato s c^jijtian idea rf i into than 

poetic, and ^ ^ because more ^^^f»vbave 
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instead of the companion^ of man: his yielding, bending shadow, 
not his sister and friend : — 


Stronger Shakspere felt for man alone. 

Ere closing this critique, we have to mention one or two con- 
clusions in reference to Yendys’ genius, which this book has 
deeply impressed on our minds. First, his forie is not the drama 
or the l5rrical poem. The lyrics in this poem are numerous, 
but none of them equal to Smith’s “ Garden and Child,’ or 
to his own “ Winter Night,” in The Roman ; none of them 
entirely worthy of his genius. Nor is he strikingly dramatic 
in the management of his scenes and situations. He should 
give us next, either a great prose work, developing his peculiar 
theory of things, in the bold, rich, and eloquent style of 
articles he contributed to The Palladium, The Sun, and TM 
Eclectic ; or he should bind himself up to the task he has already 
in his eye, that of constructing a great epic poem. We know 
no writer of the age ivho, if he wiU but clarify somewhat bjs 
style, and select some stem, high, continuous narrative for bis 
theme, is so sure to succeed in this forsaken walk of the Titans. 
The poet who has coped with the Coliseum, the most magnm* 
cent production of man’s art, and with Cbamouni, the grandest 
of God’s earthly works, need shrink from no topic, however 
lofty; nay, the loftier his theme the better. 


NOTE 


Reception of “ Balder ” 


Thai has been a very peculiar one. We quote from a clever friend 
following description of the various criticisms it has encoimtered. ‘ On®, 
critic rent his garments, and cast dust into the air, and called upon me 
rocks and mountains to cover the blasphemies of Balder, apparently 
ignorant of the fact that his own exclamation was blasphemous in tn® 
extreme. Another, thanking God for the enjoyment of reason, found m 
the book so many evident, marks of insanity, that he immediately 
eluded the author to be an inmate of Hanwell Asylum, who had murderea 
his beautiful young wife, when she visited him in his cell, simply for th® 
pinrposc of enshrining her memory in song! A third, naturally of a tinun 
disposition, was so dismayed by the description of war in the seventh 
scene, leaping the hiUs in the shape of a gigantic steed, whose levelleo 
head equalled the clouds, whose eye was a hot and bloody star, and whose 
snort resembled the clang of ten thousand clarions, that he hastily closed 
the volume, and imbibed a glass or two of old Madeira to steady his heart. 
A fourth chuckled like a swallow over his own sagacity, and leaped froin 
““ tripod, as the old philosopher sprang from his tub, when he discovered 
the great secret, that the whole poem was a hoax, a travesty of modcra 
Poe^y. and a fearful flagellation of the poets. A fifth regarded th® 
aumor as an ami.ablc .md accomplished voung man, possessing many fine 
quautics of head and heart, but who had certainly been misled by som® 
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malicious pKursous. and tempted by them to clothe in poetry, principles 
trliich sapped the foundations of society. A sixth {and here our reference 
tvill readily be recognised) remembered that the author had formerly 
tvritten a revolutionarx’ poem called The Roinan, and filled as he has long 
been with aristocratic'contcmpt for the firm of Mazrini, Garibaldi, & Co., 
he could not resist the opportunity of ridiculing Balder to the best of his 
small ability. He might be able to appreciate the more apparent beauties 
of the poem, for he is proud to exclaim, ‘ I also am a poet ; ’ but the hidden 
manna he made no effort to obtain, and he found it more easy and profitable 
to caricature and invent nicknames, than to attempt an elaborate criticism.” 

With this clever classification of Baldeds critics we cordially concur, 
and think that the gross injustice it has met is x-erx* significant of our 
present lawless, cardess, and dishonest state of criticism. Still, we are 
far from thinking that the critics were alone to blame. Balder, with all 
its power and bi^ance, has certainly a degree of disease in it. It is a 
great organ cracked. Its selection of a subject was an error, and its 
treatment of it is disfigured with obscurities and affectations, which, but 
for its vast coimterbalmcmg power, would have entirely sunk it,' Any- 
thing less happy, and more hideous than those pictures of which ” V/ar ” 
is a specimen, does not exist in the language of men. Its very finest 
passages are marred by diffusion and diabeies verhorufr.. In this we speak 
the sentiments of the wisest and the ablest of Mr. Dobell’s fciends, who all 
look upon Balder as on the whole a magnificent mistake, and some of 
whom entertain the hope that Part First be Part Last. Again we tell 
him to relinqxiish lyrics and the drama for ever, and to gird up his loins 
for some epi(^ achievement. 

_ Our paper was written immediately after reading the p>OCTn for the first 
time. Were we re-writing it now, ouf language would require considerable 
alteration, alike in reference to its merits, its faults, and its sum-total 
effect; our opinion of the author’s powers, possibilities, and poetical 
prospects, remains, however, unchanged. It win be his own faifft if he 
does not become the first of li\Tng poets. 


ALEXANDER SMITH 

There is something exceedingly sweet but solemn in the strain 
of thought, suggested by the appearance of a new and true poet. 
WeU is his uprise often compared to that of a new star arising 
in the midnight. WTiatishe? WTience has he come? MLither 
is he going? And how long is he to continue to shine? Such 
are questions which are alike applicable to the planet and to 
the poet. A new poet, like a new planet, is another proof of 
the continued existence of the creative energy of the “ Father 
of Spirits.” He is a new messenger and mediator between the 
Infinite and the race of man. Mother rising or falling, retreat- 
ing or culminating, in aphelion or in perihelion, he is continuallv 
an instructor to his kind. There is never a moment when he 
is not seal by some one, and when to be seen is. of course, to 
shine. And if his mission be thoroughlx- accomplished, the men 
of future ages are permitted either to share in the shadow of his 

F FiS 
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splendour, or to fill their empty urns with the relict radiance 
of his, beams. 

A thing of beauty is a joy for ever; 

SO a poet, a king of beauty, is for ever a joy or a terror j a gulf 
of glory opening above, or an abyss of torment and mystery 
gaping below. 

Tis verily a fearful gift that of poetic genius; and fearful, 
especially, through the immortality which waits upon all its 
genuine mspirations, whatever be their moral purpose and 
tendency. Thus, a Marlowe is as immortal as a Milton — a 
Congreve as a Goldsmith — a B3nron or Bums as a Wordsworth 
or James Montgomery — an Edgar Poe as a Longfellow or a 
Lowell. Just look at the dreadful, the unquenchable, the 
infernal Zi/e of Poe’s Lyrics and Tales. No one can read 
mese without shuddering, without pity, and sorrow, and con- 
dermiation of the author, without a half-muttered murmur 
of inquiry at his Maker — “ Why this awful anomaly in thy 
works? " And yet no one can avoid reading them, and read- 
ing them again, and hanging over their lurid and lightning- 
bitted pages, and thinking that this wondrous being wanted 
otuy two thmgs to have made him the master of American 
mmds— virtue and happbess. And there steals in another 
bought, which deepens the melancholy and eternises the 
mtere^ what would Poe now give to have lived another life 
tnan be did, and to have devoted his inestimable powers to 
bher works than the convulsive preparation of such terrible 
tnues— such as constitute his remains? And 

s ill more emphatically, what would Swift and Byron now 
^(bange for the liberty of suppressing their fouler and more 
maJi^ant works— works which, nevertheless, a world so long 
as It lies m wickedness shall never wiUingly let die? 

as the Greek play has it. The 
ejaculated can be recalled no more, be it 

nrnn2 I our day the peculiar 

of necessity, of prefacing or winding up our praise 

such a stem caution to its possessor as this: 

a fieS whether that of an angel or 

or rcbcllW blasphemous, whether loyal 

whSw h, L ^^L^'^tcnce of a God and of his great laws, 
Rcvcktion alternative Despair or the alternative 

ani of 'vith the endur- 

l.o“or 0" “'y -ther a halo o< 
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Qaiming, as we do, something of a paternal interest in 
Alexander Smith, we propose, in the remainder of this paper, 
first characterising his peculiar powers, and, secondly, adding 
to this estimate our most sincere and friendly counsel as to 
their future exercise. 

It is a labour of love; for ever since the straggling, scratch- 
ing MS., along with its accompanying letter, reached our still 
study, we have loved the author of the “ Life Drama; ” and all 
the more since we met him in his quiet yet distinct, modest yet 
manly personality. And perhaps the opportunities of obseiv'a- 
tion which have been thus afforded may qualify us for speaking 
with greater certainty and satisfaction, both to ourselves and 
others, than the majority of his critics, about the principal 
elements of his genius. 

We may first, however, glance at some of the charges which 
even his friendly critics have brought against him. He has 
been accused of over-sensuousness. The true answer to this 
is to state his youth. He is only twenty-five years of age, and 
wote all those parts of the poem to which objections have been 
made when he was two or three years younger. Every youth 
of genius must be sensuous; and if he worite poetry, ought, in 
tmth to his own nature, to express it there. Of course we 
distinguish between the sensuous and the sensual. Smith is 
never sensual; and his most glowing descriptions, no more 
than those in the ” Song of Songs,” tend to excite lascivious 
feelings. Female beauty is a natural object of admiration, and 
a young poet filled witii this passionate feeling, were a mere 
hypocrite if he did not voice it forth in verse, and, both as an 
artist and as an honest man, will feel himself compelled to do 
so. Had Wordsworth himself \vritten poetry at that period of 
his life to which he afterwards so beautifully refers in the lines — 

O happy time of youthful lovers, 

O balmy time, in which a love-knot on a lady’s bron 

Seem’d fairer than the fairest star in heaven — 

it had perhaps been scarcely less richly flesh-coloured than 
the “ Life Drama.” In general, however, the true poet, as he 
advances in his life and in his career, will become less and less 
sensuous in feeling and in song. Woman’s form wiU retreat 
farther back in the sky of his fancy, and woman’s ideal will 
come more prominently forward; she will “die in the flesh, 
to be raised in the spirit; ” and this inevitable process, through 
which even Moore passed, and Keats tvas passing at his death, 
shall yet be realised in Alexander Smith, if he continue to live. 
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and his critics consent to wait. If our readers will compare 
Shelley’s conception of woman, in his juvenile novels Zastrozzi 
and the Rosicrucian, with Beatrice Cenci, or the graceful 
imaginary female forms which play like creatures of the elements 
in the “ Prometheus,” he will find another striking instance of 
what we mean. In some cases, perhaps, the process may ^ 
reversed, and the young poet who began with the ideal may, in 
after life, descend to the real, and drown his early dream of 
spiritual love in sensuous admiration and desire. But these 
we think are rare, and are accounted for as much from physical 
as from mental causes. 

Smith has been called an imitator, or even a plagiarist. We 
are not careful to answer in this.matter, except by again refer- 
ring to his age. ^ All young poets are imitators. “Poetry," 
^ys A^totle, “ is mutation.” It-begins with imitation, and 
it continues in umtation, and with imitation it ends. The 
difference between the various stages only is, that in boyhood 
and early youth poets imitate other poets, and that in manhood 
they pass from the study of models which they may admire to 
error and extravagance, to that great original, which, without 
blame, excites an infinite and endless devotion. That Smith 
has read and admired, and learned of Keats, and Shelley, and 
Tennyson, and many others, is obvious; but it is obvious also 
that he has read his own heart still more closely, and has learned 
still more from the book of nature. Every page contains 
allusions to his favourite authors; but every page, too, contains 
evidences of a rich native vein. The man who preseiv'es his 
idiosyncrasy amid much reading of the poets, is more to be 
praised than he who, in horror at plagiarism, draws a coTdoti 
sanitaire around himself, and refuses to cultivate acquaintance 
with the great classics of his and country. A true original 
IS often most so when he is imitating or even translating others, 
bo Smith has marvellously improved some of the few figures 
he has borrowed. The objects shown are sometimes the same 
as in other authors, but he has cast on them the mellowing, 
softening, and spiritualising moonhght of his own genius. 

A still more common objection is a certain monotony of 
i^re which marks his poetr>'. He draivs, it is said, all his 

the moon. Now 

we think we can not only defend him in this, but deduce from 
f^^’our of the power and truth of his genius, 
^‘v^ioerc poet could have meddled ivith these old 
ODjccts without failure ? Nothing in general is so vapid as odes 
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to the moon, or sonnets on the sea. Rut Smith has lifted up 
his darini; rod to the heavens, and extracted new and ricli 
imagination from their unfading fires. He has once more laid 
a poet's hand upon the ocean’s mane, and the sea has known 
his rider, and shaken forth a stormy poetry- to his touch. 
Besides, his circumstances have prevented him from coming 
in contact habitually with aught but nature’s elementar)’ forms, 
and he has sung only what was most familiar to his mind, 
^^’hat could he have told us about the 

Alps .mil Apennines, 

The PjTcncan nnd the river Po, 

whose summer excursions never, till of late, extended farther 
than Inversnaid or Glencoe, and to whom 

The st.irs were nenrer than the fields? 

Nothing worth listening to; and therefore he tratches the moon 
circling large and queenly over the smoky tiles of the Gallow- 
gatc; or he contemplates the round red sun, shining rayless 
through the Glasgow morning fogs; or he sees the head of the 
Great Bear or the foot of Orion glimmering on him at the comer 
of the streets; or, striking out from the city, he marks the 

Labouring fires come out against the dark, 
tVhcrc, with the night, the country seem’d on flame; 
Innumerable furnaces and pits, 

And gloomy holds, in which that bright slave, Fire, 

Doth pant and toil alt day and night for man. 

Throw large and angry lustres on the sky, 

And shifting lights across the long black roads. 

Or, in his rare holidays, he sails to Loch Lomond, or paces the 
banks of Loch Lubnaig, and fancies eclipse instead of sunshine 
bathing the crags of Benledi, and shadowing into terror and 
mky darkness the placid lake. Thus has he sought to realise 
and to utter the poetry which he has found around him, and, 
verily, great has been his reward. Few as are the objects he 
describes, what a depth of interest he attaches to them. With 
what lingering gusto does he describe them. In proportion to 
the smallness of their number, is the strength of his love, the 
felicity of his descriptions, and the energy and variety of the 
poetic use he makes of them. It is a? if he were apprehensive of 
immediate blindness coming to hide them from Ins view, and 
were anxious previously to daguerreotype them for ever before 
the eye of his soul. 

In this we are reminded of Ossian; and the defence put in 
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by Blair on behalf of the monotony of the objects of his poc^ 
may be used with fully more force in reference to Smith._ hU 
figures^ like Ossian’s, are chiefly derived from the great pninary 
forms of nature, but their application is still more vanous, an 
much less than the Highland bard does he repeat himself/ no 
to speak of the far subtler and intenser spirit of imagination 
which pervades the later poet. For we fearlessly 
assert, that no poet that ever lived has excelled Smith m 
beauty and exquisite analogical perception displayed ^n m 
images from nature, "We select a few on this principle, tna 
we have not seen them quoted in any other of the reviews or 
notices: — 

The anguish’d earth shines on the moon — a moon. 

Now the fame that scorn'd him while he lived 
Waits on him like a menial. 

His part is worst that touches this base world; 

Although the ocean’s inmost heart be pure 
Yet the salt fringe that daily licks the shore 
Is gross with sand. 

The vain young night 
Trembles o'er her own beauty in the sea. 

The soft star that In the azure cast 
Trembles in pity o’er bright bleeding day. 

The hot Indies, on whose teeming plains 
The seasons lour, knit in one flowery band. 

Arc dandng ever. 

Oh, could I h'ft my heart into her sight, 

As an old mountain lifts its martyr’s cjiim 
Into the pure sight of the holy heavens. 

His cataract of golden curls. 

The married colours In the bow of heaven. 

The while the thoughts rose in her eyes, like stars 
Rising and setting in the blue of night. 

The earnest sea 

, . . ne’er can shape unto the listening hills 
The lore it gather'd in its awful age: 

The crime for v/hich 'tis lash’d by cruel winds 
To sliricks, mad spoornings to the frighted bills. 

A gallant, curl'd like Absalom, 

Check’d like Apollo, with his luted voice. 

Tis four o’clock already. Sec, the moon 
H.as climb’d the blue steep of the eastern sky, 

Anfl sits and tarries for the coming night. 
fk) let thy soul he up and.rca'tVTfmMr-. 

In waiting till occasion^tyjlncs lilt*?fif<tht^. 

.... , — . — ■ o/? 

The manrolfl svas tlie marshy- 
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Knt*; \Vr.r/!‘.v.f rlli hnn.j s i;i l)c Q;;5nrry’r>, n'. A. V, h:ui;;s it> our 
ov.'n. nnrl v.li'-i rl.'.i’.v .'‘.ntl ninHtly j»:iy il»:ir vrisnns to the Great 
Gwl %vho «iv,eh i:i it hir u rM'.otu V.V sirperl that scarce one 
'vho has livnl to tuifhlh- ayr hut min ri lurinhcr sonic such early 
sunheam, which shone as only sunhv.uns in the mornitift can 
shine, aral rcttirne/1 with iLs Ircshncss and plory all untainted 
to th.e fountain whence it spranp, hcarinjt with it in its return 
to heaven a whole, lovinj:, yeaminf;, broken, yet submissive 
heart. I’crhajis, after all, this fcclinjt may have prciucHccd us 
in favour of the " Garden and the Child,” hut certainly it was 
the iH;nis:d of it which first increased to certainty our presnous 
notion that Mr. .Smith was one of our truest poeLs. 

It convinrcfl us, ton, that he fiad a heart. This, we fear, has 
of late been a vital deficiency in many of our most celebrated 
hards. Tlic odious examples of Goethe and BjTon, tlic constant 
inculcation, by critics, of the necessity of reaching artistic merit 
at every expense and every' hazard, and the solitary or divorced 
lifg of some of our literary men, not to speak of the withering 
cficcts of scepticism and of a modified licentiousness, have all 
tended to deaden or mislead, or to render morbid, the feelings 
of our men of genius. Neither Keats nor Moore, nor Tennyson 
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nor Rogers, nor Henry Taylor, have given, in their poetry, any 
decided evidence of that warm, impulsive, childlike glow, which 
all men agree in calling “ heart.” They have proved abundantly 
that they are artists, and even poets, but have failed to prove 
that they are men. 

We rejoice, however, to recognise in our younger generation 
of poets ^in Yendys and Smith, and Bigg and Bailey — ^symp" 
toms that a better order of things is at hand, and that the 
principle, “ the Greatest of these is Love,” so long acknow- 
ledged in religion, shall by and by be felt to be the law of poetry 

^understanding, too, by love, not a mere liking to all things^ 
not a mere indifierentism, raised on its elbow to contemplate 
objects, but a warm, strong, and enacted preference . for all 
things that are “ lovely and true, and of a good report.” 

The great distinction between the speaker and the singer in 
this age, as in past ages, is, perhaps, music. Many now, as 
ever, possessing all other parts of the poet — genius, originality; 
cons^ctive power — are doomed (sad fate I) all their lives long 
to the level of prose by their deficiency in ear, their want of 
music. Apollo’s soul may be in them, but Apollo’s lute they 
can by no means tune. Look at Walter Savage Landorl No 
one c^ doubt that he is intensely and essentially a poet, and 
that his prose and verse contain httle bursts of glorious poetic 
music. But they are brief; they are broken; they are not 
sustamed; they are perpetually intermingled with harsh and 
harrow-like paragraphs, and both his prose and verse conjoin 
m provmg that he never could have elaborated any long, 
continuous harmony. Feeling all this, we have 
watched with considerable interest and care Smith’s versifica 
tion, ixymg it, however, not by any artificial standard, but 
solely by the ear; and our decided opinion is, that he has been 
aestaned by nature to sing rather than to speak his fine thoughts 
to the world. His poetry abounds with every variety of natural 

Take that of the ballad, in this specimen: 


In winter, when the dismal rain 
Comts dovim in slanting lines 
And Wmd, that grand old harper, smote 
His thunder harp of pines. 


WTicn \’iolets c.-une and woods 
And larks did skyward dart 
A Love alit and white did sit ’ 
Like an angel on his heart. 


were green. 



Or inVc a ?.jK:cimcn of rich voluptuous blank verse: 

I vjtl I'" kir.tJ ti'-xt Ii'* trrinr'' ii>'' flowerv 

Il'jrkVJ (:f:n Otf* ‘hliiln:: forrhr.ul of th'* «noni, 

I'rr t^.^v !)av^ nprU tli<‘tr rich to the bee; 

IIU wiltl hrsrl ^^ith a 'viU I chah), 

Aral o'rr him 1 "ill lean me lihe a heaven. 

And tc<-d him with nwrel h'Okn and dew-rmft "ord!:. 
And beauty that jnlrht make a monarch pale. 

And thrill lilm to the heart’s core "ith a toudi; 

Smile him to I’.iradi'n at do'c of eve. 

To hann upon my lips in silver dreams. 

Or hear this sterner^ loftier, more epical strain: — 

A RTitn old kinp, 

tVhosc blood Ic.ip'd madly wlicn the trumpets bray’d. 
To joyous battle ’mid a storm of steeds, 

Won a rich Idngdom on a battlc-d.ny; 

But in the sunset he was ebbinp fast, 

Ulnc’d by his weepinp lords. His left hand held 
His svliitc steed, to the belly plash'd svith blood, 

That seem’d to mourn him with its drooping head; 
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His right his broken brand; and in his ear 
His old victorious banners flap the vinds. 

He call’d his faithful herald to his side — 

“Go! teU the dead I come.” With a proud smile. 

The warrior with a stab let out his souk 

Which fled, and shriek’d through all the other world — 

“ Ye dead! my master comes! ” And there was pause 
Till the great shade should enter. 

Does not this description remind you of Homer’s style? 
How rugged yet powerful its melody ! We could quote many i 
other passages, all corroborating our statement that Smith is 
naturally a master of music, and needs only a careful culture to 
complete the mastery. Since the appearance of the “ Life 
Drama,” he published a little chant in a Glasgow newspaper, 
entitled “ Barbara,” the copy of which we have mislaid, els® 
we would have quoted it as a final triumphant proof of his 
musical power, as well as of his lyrical genius. It is one of the 
most touching little laments in the language. But here a 
question of greater moment occurs — Has this young poet, in 
addition to his exquisite imagery, his heart, and his music, n 
true and deep vein of thought, and does that thought, as nil 
deep vems of reflection should do, run into religion? lATint is 
his theory of things ? Is he a Christian, or is he a mere philo- 
sophic speculator, or poetic visionax}’’? Now here we think is 
the vital defect of the poem, the one thing which prevents us 
applying to it the epithet " great.” Mr. Smith is, we believe, 
no umdel ; and his poetry breathes, at times, an earnest spirit: 
but his %'iews on such subjects are extremely vague and un- 
ormed. He does not seem sufficiently impressed with the 
coninction that no poem ever has deserved the name of “ great ” 
w en not impregnated with religion, and when not rising into 
u-orship. His creed seems too much that of Keats— 


Beauty is truth — truth beauty. 

repeat that he should look back to the past, and think 
What are the poems which have come down to us from it most 
deeply stomped with the approbation of mankind, and which 
ppear most likely to see and glorify the ages of the future. 

penetrated and inspired 
o} moral purpose, and warmed by religious feelinc? We speak 



‘“^eaenr,;’” ‘Night Thoughts,” to Thomson’- 
ns, to some of the better strains of Pope and Johnson, 
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to Cow-per, .to Wordsworth, Southey, and Coleridge. These, 
and not Keats, or Shelley, or Tennyson, or BjTon, are our real 
kings of melody; they are our great, clear, healthy standards 
of song; they are all alike free from morbid weakness, moral 
pollution, and doubtful speculation; and the poet who would 
not merely shine the meteor of a moment, the stare of fools, 
and the tcmpomr}' pet of the public, but would aspire to send 
his name dowm, in thunder and in music, through the echoing 
aisles of the future, and become a benevolent and beloved 
potenate over distant ages, and millions yet unborn, must 
tread in their footsteps, and seek after the hallowed sources of 
their inspiration. 

_ This leads us, in the last place, to give our young poet a few 
sincere and friendly counsels. IVhen he appeared first, he 
was, we know, and complained that he was, “ deluged with 
advice.” That deluge has now subsided, and we would desire, 
in its subsidence, to tr>' to collect the essence of the moral it 
has left, and to impress it on his serious attention. 

We win not reiterate to him the commonplaces he must have 
heard, ai nauseam, about bearing his honours meekly, and not 
being dazzled and spoiled with success, etc. That success has, 
indeed, been unpar^eled for at least thirty years. The last 
case at all in point was Pollok’s “ Course of Time,” but this, 
if our readers will remember, did not become popular till after 
its author’s premature death had surrounded, as it were, all its 
pages with a black border, and made it to be read as men read 
.the record of the funeral of a king. But Smith “ arose one 
morning and found himself famous.” That this sudden glare 
of fame on a head so young, were it not as strong as it is young, 
might have produced injurious effects, was a matter of some 
probabihty. But that danger, we think, is now past, and there 
are other dangers more to be dreaded, wlrich may be on their 
way. 

Mr. Smith should neither, on the one hand, rest under hie 
laurels, nor, on the other, be too eager to snatch at more. Let 
him deeply ponder on the subject of his second poem, and -let 
him carefully elaborate its execution. Let him mercilessly 
shear away all those small mannerisms of style of which he has 
been accused. Let him bum his Tennyson and his Keats; he 
has read them now long enough, and further perusal were not 
profitable. He has lately had the opportunity of extending 
his sphere of survey; he has seen the finest scenery in Scotland 
and South Britain; he has mingled vdth much of its most 
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distinguished literary society, and is now the secretary to ^ 
illustrious university, and in the metropolis of his native^ 

Let him select a topic for his new poem which will permit mio 
to avail himself of these new advantages, and let him po^^t into 
it every drop of the new blood and every ray of the new light 
he has recently acquired. We rejoice to learn that he is no 
improvisaiore in composition; that he loves to write slowly J 
that he enjoys the labour of the file; that almost eyery line m 
his “ Life Drama ” was written several times — rejoice in this, 
because it assures us that his next work shall be no hasty 
effusion, batched by the heat of success, but that it shall ha 
a calm and determined trial of his general and artistic strength- 
His styles and manners are, as our extracts have proved, 
manifold, and he might attain mastery in all. But we w'ould 
earnestly ask him to give us more of that stem Homeric grandeur 
we find in his picture, quoted above, of the dj'ing king: — 

That strain I heard was of a higher mood. 

We close this “ deluge of advice,” if he will call it so, by other 
three distinct counsels : — ^First, let him advance to nobler mod^ 
than those he seems hitherto, almost exclusively, to have studied. 
We have been told that he has commenced a careful reading of 
Goethe, whch may be of considerable benefit to him in the art 
of expression, as Goethe’s style is generally supposed to be 
nearty faultless. But let him not rest there, since there are far 
loftier and far safer ridges on the Parnassian hUl. We name, 
as the models to which he ought to give his days and his nights, 
Homer, Dante, Milton, Shakspere’s sterner tragedies, and, 
above all, the poetry of the Bible. That he has read aU these, 
we doubt not. ^^’hat we wish him to do, is to study them ; to 
roll their raptures, and to catch their fire; to make them his 
song in the house of his pDgrimage; and at their reverend and 
tim^honoured altars, not only to kindle the fire of his o^vn 
genius, but to consume, as chaff, whatever puerilities may have 
hitherto contributed to lessen the brightness of the flame. 

Secondly, he must become less sensuous. In other words, 
he must put off the youth, and put on the man. He must think 
and sing less about “ ringlets,” and “ waists,” and ” passion- 
panting breasts,” etc., etc. All such things we pardon in him 
now, but shall be less disposed to forgive after a few years ha\’e 
passed oyer his head. A boy Anacreon may be borne rith, 
^Twiddle-aged or old Anacreon is a nuisance, especially 
when he might have been something far higher. For the sake 
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of poetT}’’, let him proceed to veil the statue of the Venus, and 
to uncover those of the Apollo, llie Mars, and the Jupiter. 

Our last counsel is the most momentous. He has himself 
painted in glowing colours his ideal of the poet as one who shall 
“ consecrate poctrj’ to God, and to its owm high uses.” Let 
him proceed with stem and firm step to fill up his owm ideal, 
and accomplish his own prophecy. Let him be die great sublime 
he draws. Of this he may be certain, that the poet of the coming 
time must be a believer in the future as well as a worslupper 
of die past. He may not be a sectarian, but he must be a 
Christian. We do not want him to wTite religious poetr}’^ in 
the style of Watts or Montgomery, or any one else; but we 
^vant him to devote his fine powers more than he has hitherto 
done to the promulgation of high spiritual truth; if not, we 
foresee that one or two of his competitors in the poetic race, 
whom he has meantime outstripped, may overtake him, and 
come into the goal amid a deeper gush of applause and of diank- 
fulness, from that large class who now look upon poetry as a 
serious thing, and are disposed to consult it as a subordinate 
oracle^ of the Most High. But we will not anticipate, far less 
despair. The vaticination of our hearts tells us that, apart 
altogether from comparative aw'ards and successes, there are 
noble fields before Alexander Smith, and that his o^vn words 
shall not fail of fulfilment. 

I will go forth 'mong men, not mail’d in scorn, 

But in the armour of a pure intent; 

Great duties are before me, and great songs. 

And, whether crown’d or cro\vnless, when I fall. 

It matters not, so as God’s work is done. 

I've Icam’d to prize the quiet lipht’ning deed, 

Not the applauding thunocr at its heels, 

AVhich men call Fame. 


J. STANYAN BIGGi 

There are, every tjnro in criticism knows, three great schools 
or vaHeties in poetrjf — the objective, the subjective, and the 
combination of the two. The best specimens of the first class 
are to be found in Homer’s “ Hiad ” and “ Odyssey,” in Bums’s 
poems, and in Scott’s rhymed romances ; of the second, in the 
poetry of Lucretius, Wordsworth, Coleridge, Keats, Shelley, 
and some of the Germans; and of the combination of the two, 
^ “ Night and the Soul; ” a Dramatic Poem. 
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in Shakspere^ klilton, Schiller,, and Byron, Of late, almost all 
our poets of much mark have betaken themselves to the sub- 
jective. ^Ve propose, ere coming to Mr. Bigg, first, inquinng 
into the causes of this; and, secondly, urging our young poets, 
by a few arguments, to intermix a larger amount of the objective 
with their poetry. 

One cause of the propensity of our rising race of poets to the 
subjective, has undoubtedly been the force of example. The 
poets who are at present acting with most power on &e young 
mind of the age, are intensely subjective, and some of them 
to the brink of morbidity. The influence -udelded over the 
lovers of poetry by Homer, Scott, or Bums, is slender, com- 
pared to that which Wordsworth, Keats, Shelley, Coleridge, 
and the rest of the bardic brotherhood — the sons of Mist 
by Thunder — are exerting. The writings of the former are 
devoured like new novels, and then thro%vn aside. The wnt- 
ings of the latter are tasted slowly, and in drops — are studied — ■ 
are carried into solitude — are read by the sides of lonely rivers, 
or on silent mountain tops, and ultimately surround the young 
aspirants \vith an atmosphere which goes with them where they 
go, rests with them where they rest, and hovers over their pens 
when they write. To the charm of these poets, it adds mightily 
that they are said to be, and are, more or less heretodox in their 
creeds. This gives a peculiar gusto to their works, the reading 
of which becomes a sweet and secret sin, smacking of the taste 
of the “ stolen Avaters ” and the “ pleasant bread.” Thus are 
two luxuries — that of the indulgence of daring thought, and 
something resembling contraband desire — united in the perusal 
of our later subjective poets. 

Secondly, we live in a period of deep thoughtfulness, and 
great intellectual doubt. Never were there so many thinking. 
Never was thought so much at sea. Never were there so many 

searchings of heart.” Our blessed Lord mentions, as one of 
the most striking signs of his second advent — “ perplexity.” 
” .-Vnd there shall be signs in the sun, and in the moon, and in 
the stars ; and upon the earth distress of nations, with perplexity 
—the sea and the waves roaring!” This sign is around us, 
even at the doors. The political and the moral, the intellectual 
and the religious worlds, are all equally perplexed, and in dark- 
ness. It is a midnight, moaning, weltering ocean, on which we 
arc all embarked, and the day-star has not yet risen. Our 
poetical spirits are sharing, to a very large extent, in this 
perplexity; and this has led to incessant introspective views 
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and pensive contemplations. After B}Tonj there rose a short- 
li'ved race of rh\Tnesters, "who pretended to scepticism and gloom, 
but whose real object was to produce a stimulating effect upon 
the minds of their readers; and who, like quack doctors, dis- 
tributed drugs to others, of which they themselves never tasted 
a drop. It is ver^* different now. A real yearning uncertainty* 
and thirst after more light, are now heard crying, if not shriek- 
ing, in manv of our poets. AU recent poems of mark, such as 
the " life Drama,” B.alder,” " Festus,” and “ Night and the 
Soul,” are more or less filled with those thoughts which wander 
through eternity : those beatings of strong souls against the 
bars of their earthly prison-house; those profound questions 
uplifted to heaven — “ ^Mrence e\-il ? WTrat the nature of man, 
and what his future destinv ? WTiat, who, and where is God ? ” 
True poets must sympathise with the tendency of their times, 
and as that, at present, is transitional, \mcertain, and uneasy*, 
their poetry must partake, in some measure, of that uncertainty 
and that unrest. 

In connection with this, is the p^e^'alent study* of the trans- 
cendental philosophy* by* our poets. It was long imagined that 
poetry and philosophy* were incompatible — that no poet could 
be a philosopher, and that no philosopher could be a poet. 
What God had often joined, man put asunder. It has, however, 
been for some time surmised, that critics were in this wrong. 
The fact that iliiton was thoroughly* conversant with the philo- 
sophies of his day, and the example set by* the German poets, 
and by* the Lakers, who combined ardent poetic enthusiasm 
with diligent and deep study of metaphysics, ha\-e rectified 
opinion on this point, and sent our young poets to their Kants, 
their Fichtes, and their Hamiltons, as null as to their Shaks- 
peres and their Goethes. From these and other causes, it has 
come about, that at an age when the gifted youth of the past 
were singing of their Hdens or their ilarys — apostrophising 
their spaniels and robin-redbreasts, or describing the outward 
forms of skv and earth around their native village, their s-ac- 
cessors in the present are singirig of the mysterious relations 
of nature to the human soul; axe galloping their Pegasus from 
galaxy to galaxy ; and are now entering the heaven of heavens, 
and now listening to the sound of the sm^e of penal fire, breaking 
on the “ murk and hagsard rods ” of that “ Other Place.”' 

Now, we are far from seeking to deny that this is, or: i/.-o tohclo. 
what it shodd be, as weU as what, inevitably*, it must have been. 
It were as vain altogether to condemn, as at all to try to resist. 
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the stream of an age-tendency. Nay, this state of things has 
some advantages, and teems with some promise. It proves that 
the minds of men are becoming more serious and thoughtful, 
when even our youths of genius are less poets than preachers. 
It shows that we are living in a more earnest period. It proves 
progress, since our very youth have passed points where the 
mature manhood of the past thought it prudent and necessary 
to halt. It suggests hope, that in a future age there may be 
still higher, quicker, and more certain and sohd advancement. 
But, looking at the matter on the other side, the exclusively 
subjective cast of much of our best poetry has produced certain 
evils. In the first place, it has tended to overcast the renown 
of our great objective poets, particularly among the young. 
Homer, Scott, Campbell, and Bums, are still, indeed, popular, 
but not so much, we think, as they were, and are read rather 
for their mere interest, than for their artistic and poetic ex- 
cellence. Relished by many they still are, as sweet morsels; 
but seldom, if at aU, studied as models. Secondly, it, on 
other hand, excludes our really good poets of the subjective 
school^ from many circles of readers, who, seeking for some 
objective interest in poems, and finding little or none, are 
tempted to close them in weariness, or fling them away m 
disgust. Thomson, Cowper, Byron, as well as Shakespere 
and Milton, addressed themselves to all classes of minds, except 
the very lowest, and succeeded in fascinating all. Browning, 
and many besides, speak only to the higher minds, and verily 
they have their reward; their works are pronounced unin- 
telligible and uninteresting by the majority of readers, and while 
loudly praised, are little read. How different it had been, if 
these gifted men had wreathed their marvellous profusion of 
thought and imagery round some striking story, or made it 
subservient to some well - constructed plot! The Paradise 
Lost and the Pilgrim'' s Progress are devoured by millions for 
their fable, who are altogether incapable of understanding their 
interior meaning, or perceiving their more recondite beauties. 

Prometheus Unbound,” and ** Paracelsus,” are read with 
pleasure by the more enthusiastic, but are caviare, not only to 
the general reader, but to many thousands who love poetry 
■"■'th a passion. Tennyson, on the other hand, with all his 
subtlety and refinement, seldom forgets to throw in such 
touche of nature, and little fragments of narrative, as secure 
a inndly reception for his poems, at once with the severest of 
cntics, and the least astute of schoolboys. Why should poets 
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Life Drama, piecemeal in the Critic — that admirable paper 
■which is noWj both in character and circulation^ at the ^■er}■ 
top of the literary journals in the metropolis; and the 
Groombridges have now placed the whole before us^ in the shape 
of this handsomej portable, and well-printed volume. 

— ^although classable in strict logic and method r^ith 
the school of Bailey, and although bearing certain marked 
resemblances to Alexander Smith — is yet distinctively original; 
being less mystical than Festus, less sensuous than Smith- 
more humane and more Christian, we think, than either. He 
shines not so much in outstanding passages of intense brilliance, 
or m' single thoughts of great depth, as in a certain rich per- 
vasive spirit of poetry, in which (to use the word applied to it 
by a generous rival-bard) all his verses are " soaked.” His 
poetry has not yet gathered into firm sunlike shape, but rather 
resembles what Dr. Whewell in hi<; Plurality of IVorlds 
supposes many of the stars still to be — fiery matter xmcon- 
solidated, and ha'ving hitherto cast off no worlds. Yet 'the. 
light and 'the fire are genuine, and may be expected, in due 
time, to bring forth results both useful and splendid. We seem 
to perceive the following peculiarities, besides, in Mr. Bigg’s, 
^etry : ^His imagery is remarkable for its boldness and varietj*. 
He has exhibited an equal appreciation of the beautiful and 
^blime. He has that noble rush of thought and language 
vhich IS so characteristic of genuine inspiration. He has a 
keen perception of the analogies subsisting between nature and 
r ^ man. And his hope in the destiny of humanity is 

w™ V 11 Christian grounds. These are his main merits. 

' ' ® phaU, ere we have done, notice what seem his defects. 

T- Fust, 1^. Bigg s imagery is uncommonly varied and bold, 
i^one of his figjures are so striking, or so highly vTought, as 
some m the Life Drama, but there is a greater abundance 
and of them. The nature of his theme ("Night”) 

^ him to select many from the scenery of that season — -its 
stam Its wailing winds, the manv mvsterious sights and sounds 
vTuch haunt its solitudes. But, besides th^e, he gathers 
M^ogi^ from a thousand other regions, and skirts liis Night 

imager3'. Here, for instance, 
ome sweet and soothing figures; 

bless the world. Oh may it rest 
In r^ce upon thy bosom, like a ship ^ 

^ the unnpplcd silver of the sea. 

^ fyeen tree in the arcling blue 
Of the bnght joyousness of summcr-moms 
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Here, again^ -is a rich Arabian-Night kind of fancy: — 

Thou speakest in soul-pictures, yet I see 
Thy meaning rising through them, free and simple 
As a young princeling from the grand state-bed. 

Where his white limbs have been enswathed all night 
In gold and velvets. 

As a proof of his variety, we give a passage containing, in 
the space of a few lines, three figures, all good, and all so diverse 
from each other: — 

Oh! ’twere as if a dank disheveU’d night 
Should rush up, madly haunted by the ^vinds, 

All black as Erebus, upon the steps 
Of a great laughing oriental day. 

I should be wretched as a cold lone hotise, 

Staudiiig a -mark upon a northern moor, 

Eaves-deep in snow, surrounded by black pools. 

Pelted by winter, ever anger-pale, 

To lose you; having' tasted of such bh'ss. 

Such sweet companionship, such holy joy, 

'Twere as if earth should be flung back again, 

, All singing as she is, and crown’d with flowers, 

Into the recking cycles of her past: 

Instead of vallcTO, sedgy swamps, and fens. 

With grim, unwieldy reptiles trailing through. 

And in the place of 'sinpng, bcllowings. 

And the wild roar of monsters on the hills. 

That "cold lone house,” what a picture! It is worthy of 
Crabbe; only j\Ir. Bigg gives it a personification more powerflu 
than was competent to that poet, and you feel for it as if it 
were a forlorn human being. How often we have regarded 
houses in the country with similar emotions. One seemed 
sheltering itself, and consciously cowering, amid the woods 
which screened it from the northern bla.st. Another seemed 
.shivering on a bare and bald c.xposurc. A third, of mean 
t^pect, but set on a hill, seemed ashamed of its exalted beggarv-, 
and far-seen nakedness, and striving for ever in vain to be hid. 
A fourth stood up with the majesty of an Atlas, in castellated 
dignity between earth and heaven, meeting the scene and the 
•'^un like an equal, A fifth seemed melancholy amid its eternal 
ntoor.s. And a sixth, a ruin, glared through the dull eyes of its 
broken windows .and dilapidated loopholes, in nage and defiance, 
to a landsciipc over which it had once looked abroad in pride, 
protection, and love. 

Secondly, Mr. Biggs seems cqu.ally r.ttr.rctcd by, .although nut 
<'qu.ally successful in, the bc.autiful and the sublime. Speciruvus 
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of the sublime are found in his poetry; one of the finest, we 
think, is the following: — 

Were all nature void, one human thought, 

Self-utter’d and evolved in act, left like 
A white hone on the brink of the ab}fss. 

As the sole relic of what once had been: 

Thou, who perceivest at a glance the all 
In one, who scannest all relationships, 

In whom all issues meet concentrative — 

Couldst from this puny fragment of thy works 
Recall, and re-arrange, and re-construct 
The mighty mammoth-skeleton of things, 

And fold it once more in its spotted skin. 

And bid the Bright Beast live. 

Another is this. Speaking of the pre-Adamite earth, 
says — 

She lay desolate and dumb as they, _ ^ 

Save when volcanoes lifted up their voice — 

Olden Isaiahs in the wilderness — 

And told imto the incredulous wastes wild tales 
Of the great after-time — the age of flowers. 

Of songs and blossoms, man, and grassy graves. 


But it is in the region of the beautiful that our poet is nios 
at home. He has watered his muse at Grasmere Springs, ^ 
at the placid Lake of Windermere, rather than at the 
waves of “ grey Loch Skene,” the still, slumbering, inky deptns 
of Loch Avon and Loch Lea, or the streams of the Cona, 
moaning and foaming amid the rocks and gloomy precipi®^ 
of Glencoe. We give two specimens of the many beautiful ^ 
pathetic strains with which this volume abounds. The foIloWJbS 
occurs at page 33: — 


A fair young girl, 

To whom one keen woe, like the scythe of Death, 
Had sever'd at a stroke the ties of earth — 

The tender trammelage of love and hope — 

And not released the spirit from its clay. 

But left it bleeding out at every pore. 

Clinging with tom hands to its prison-bars. 

And gasping out towards the light, in vain. 

For she had loved and been deserted; and 
All her heart’s wealth was now return’d to her 
Base metal, and not current coin. Her love, 
Which went forth from her bright and beautiful. 
Came back a ghastly corpse, to turn her heart 
Into a bier, and chill it with its weight 
Of passive wo for ever. But the shock 
Had turn’d the poles of being, and henceforth, 
in circles ever jxjrrcwtng, her soul 
Went trheelirtg like a stricken trorld round heaven. 
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Eyes she had, in whose dark lustre 
Slumber’d wild and mystic beams; 

. And a brow of polish’d marble — 

Pale abode of gorgeous dreams — 

Dreams that caught the hues and splendours 
Which the radiant future shows, 

For the past was nought but anguish, 

And a sepulchre of woes; 

Therefore from its scenes and sorrows 
All her heart and soul were riven, 

And her thoughts kept ever wandering 
With the angels up to heaven. 

When they told her of the pleasures 
Which the future had in store. 

When her sorrows would have faded, 

And her anguish would be o’er; 

Told her of her wealth and beauty. 

And the triumphs in her train ; 

Told her of the many others 
Who would sigh for her again: 

She but caught one-half their meaning. 

While the rest afar %vas driven: 

*' Yes," she murmur’d, “ they are happy — 
They, I mean, who dwell in heaven! ’’ 

WTien they wish’d once more to see her 
MingUng >vith the bright and fair; 

When they told her of the splendour . 

And the rank that would be there; 

Told her that amid the glitter 
Of that brilliant living sea. 

There were none so sought and sighed for. 
None so beautiful as she; 

Still she heeded not the llattcr>’. 

Heard but half the uttemnee given: 

" Yes," she answer’d, " there are bright ones. 
Many too, I know — in he.avcn! ” 

When they spoke of sunlit glories. 

Summer d.a>-s, and moonlit hours; 

Told her of the spreading woodland. 

With its treasury of flowers; 

Clustering fruits, and vales, and mountains, 
I'lowcr-bauks mirror’d in cle.ar springs, 
Winds whose music e\-er mingled 
With the hum of glancing \rings — 

Sct'ncs of c.arthly Miss and beauty 

I'.ar from all her thoughts were driven. 

And she fancied that they told her 
Of the happiness of hea\Tn, 

F< r one m.'vstrr-P.tng had bniken 
The sweet spell of her yon.nc lit'*: 

Anil hencefertn its calm -ind sunshine 
Were as ta<te!c.s as its strife; 
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Henceforth all its gloom and grandeur, 

All the music of its streams. 

All its thousand pealing voices, 

Spoke the language of her dreams ; 

Dreams that wander’d on, like orphans 
From aU earthly solace driven, 

Searching for their great Protector, 

And the palace-gates of heaven. 

Another (a poem on Childhood) we meet on page 171:- 

Alwa)^ lightest was her laughter. 

There was dream-land in its tone; 

Though she mingled with the children. 

Yet she always seem’d alone. 

And her prattle — ’twas but child’s talk — 

Yet it always sparkled o’er 
With a strange and shadowy wisdom. 

With a bird-like fairy lore, 

Which you could not help but fancy 
You had somewhere heard before. 

In some old-world happy version 
By a bright Elysian shore. 

All the little children loved her — 

None so joyous in their play; 

And yet ever there was something 
Which seem’d — ah! so far away 
From the joyance and the laughter, 

And the streamlet’s crisping foam — 

’Twas as if some little song-bird 

Had dropp’d down from yon blue dome. 
Warbling still among the others, 

Wandering with them where they roam. 

And yet hallowing remembrance 
With low gushes about home I 

Oh, the glory of those child-eyes! 

Oh, the music of her feet! 

Oh, those peals of spirit-laughter 
Coming up the village street ! 

Shall we never hear her Imocking 
At the little ivied door ? 

WIU she never run to kiss us. 

Bounding o’er the oaken floor? 

Has that music gone for ever? 

Are those tender lispings o’er? 

Oh, the terror! oh, the anguish. 

Of that one word — evermore! 

Ever was she but a stranger 
Among the sublunary things; 

All her hfe was but the folding 
Of her gorgeous spirit-wings — 

Nothing more than a forgetting — 

Still she gave more than she took 
From the sunh'ght or the starlight. 

From the meadow or the brook ; — 

There was music in her silence, 
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There ^vas ■wisdom in her look; 

There -was rajdng out of beauty 
As from some transcendent book; 

She was wonderful as grottoes 
With strange gods in every nook! 

And at night, amid the silence, 

With her little prayer-clasp’d hands. 

She look’d holy as the Christ-chiurch 
Rising white in Pagan lands : — 

Seem’d she but the fStering prelude 
To a great tale of God’s throne — 

As a flower dropp’d out of heaven 
Telling whither it has gronm. 

But she left us — she, our angel — 

Without murmur, ■without moan; 

And we woke and found it starlight — 

Found that we were all alone, 

And as desolate as birds’ nests. 

When the fledglings have all flown ! 

But our house has been made sacred — 

Sacred every spot she trod; 

For she came a staro' preacher, 

Dedicating all to God. 

Render thanks unto the Giver, 

Though his gift be out of sight, 

For a jubilant to-morrow 

Shall Come after this to-night! 

She hath left a spirit-glorj- 
, Blending with the grosser h'ght. 

Oh, the earth to us is holy! 

Oh, the other world is bright! ” 

Thirdly, Mr. Bigg exhibits that noble rushing motion of 
thought and language tt’hich testifies so strongly to a genuine 
inspiration, in whicii words seem to pursue each other, like 
wheels in a series of chariots, with irresistible force and im- 
petuous velocity. Nowhere out of “ Festus ” do we find 
passages which heave and hurrj' along with a more genuine 
ufilatus, than in many of Jfr. IBigg’s pages. T.okc two long 
pipages, both of whidi are insfanct with spirit.” The first 
will be found at page ai : — 

The night is lovely, .md I love her with 
A passionate devotion, for she stirs 
Feelings too deep for utter.ince within me. 

She thrills me vath an influence and a pt^'we.-, 
sadden’d kind of joy 1 car.nv't name. 

So that 1 meet hex brightest smile with tears. 

She scemelh like .a prv'phetess, ttvi vise. 

Knowing, ah! all too much for happiness; 

As though she h.id trie.l .ill things, and .had four.;; 

All vain and wanting, and w.-... t!:encoforth stepp’d 
Up to the iTi-j' d.'.rk. te.ir-UddcJ eyes 
In a m>'strTious g3.-.-ni. a holy calm! 

Dvith she no; l.xsk now juot i; she knew 
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All that hath been, and all that Is to come ? 

With one of her all-prescient glan^ turn’d 
Towards those kindred depths which slept for aj'e 
The sable robe which God threw round himself, 
And where, pavilion'd in glooms, he dwelt 
In brooding night for ages, perfecting 
The glorious dream of past eternities. 

The fabric of creation, running adown 

The long time-avenues, and gazing out 

Into those blanks which slept before time was; 

And with another searching glance, turn’d up 
Towards imknown futurities — the book 
Of unborn wonders — till she hath perused 
The chapter of its doom; and with ^ eye 
Made vague by the dim vastness of its vision. 
Watching unmoved the fall of burning worlds. 
Rolling along the steep sides of the Infinite, 

All ripe, like apples dropping from their stems; 

Till the wide fields of space, like orchards stripp d, 
Have yielded up their treasures to the gamer, 

And the last star hath fallen from the crown 
Of the high heavens into utter night, 

Like a bnght moment swallow’d up and lost 
In hours of after-anguish; and all things 
Are as they were in the beginning, ere 
The mighty pageant trail’d its golden skirts 
Along the guttering pathway of its God, 

Save that the spacious halls of heaven are fill’d 
With countless multitudes of finite souls, 

With germ-like infinite capacities. 

As if to prove all had not been a dream. 

’Tis this that Night seems always thinking of; 
linkmg the void past to the future void. 

And typifying present times in stars. 

To show that il is not quite issueless. 

But that the blanks have yielded starlike ones 
To cluster round the sapphire throne of God 
In bliss for ever and for evermore! 

O yes ! I love the Night, who ever standeth 
With her gemm’dPfinger on her rich ripe lip, 

As if in attitude of deep attention. 

Catching the mighty echoes of the words 
Which God had utter’d ere the earth was form’d. 
Or ere yon Infinite blush’d like a bride 
With all her jewels; and I love the flowers. 

And their soft slumber as they lie around 
In the sweet starlight, bathed in love-like dew, 
And looking like young sisters, orphans too, 

Left to our watchful care and guardianship. 

To keep them from the rough-voiced, burly winds. 
And see that nought invades their soul-like sleep. 
Thou canst not tell me what I do not love, 

In all this dark-robed family of peace: 

The temporary hush of the low winds. 

And their uprising wail; — the shadows there 
Cast from the long dark shrubberies, that move 
And rest again on the greensward, and nod 
Their hcarselike plumage to the passing winds; — 
The deep, unclouded light, half glow, half gloom, 
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Dark, and yet lustrous, gleaming with a fire 
"WTiose sources seem imfathomable; — love 
Even the very grass beneath our feet. 

Whose graceful blades I almost fear to tread on. 
Because, when I have pass’d, they raise themselves 
Again, half in reproach, so quietly 
Turning themselves once more unto the heaven 
That cherishes and feeds them, 1 could weep 
That I had crush’d them underneath my foot; — 
Even yon tree, standing so lonely there, 

As if it dream’d of all the music which 

Its branches used to hold when in their prime. 

Ere it became a dead and blasted thing 
Upon the bosom of the living world. 

Which she still weareth, as a maiden wears 
The wither’d flowers of the sweet Long-Ago, 

Ere love itself and lover both were dead ! 

And yet 1 love it too — grim ancient thing. 

All, all, oh! yes, I dearly love them all! 

'fhe second, still finer, meets us at page 39: — 

O thought! ^Vhat art thou but a fluttering leaf 
Shed from the garden of Eternity? 

The robe in which the soul invests itself 
To join the coimtless myriads of the skies — 

The v^ air they breathe in heaven — the gleam 
That lights it up, and makes it what it is — 

The light that glitters on its pinnacles — 

The luscious bloom that flushes o’er its fruits — 

The odour of its flowers, and very soul 
Of all the music of its nifllion harps — 

The dancing glory of its angels’ eyes — 

The brightness of its crowns, and starlike glow 
Of its bright thrones — the centre of its bliss, 

For ever radiating like a sun — 

The spirit thrill that pulses through its halls, 
like sudden music vibrating through air — 

The splendour playing on its doivny wings — 

The lustre of its sceptres, and the breeze 
Which shakes its golden harvests into light — 

The diamond apex of the Infinite — 

A ray of the great halo round God’s head — 

The consummation and the source of all. 

In which all cluster, and all constellate. 

Grouping like glories round the purple west 
When the great sim is low. For what are stars 
But God’s thoughts indurate — the burning words 
That roll’d forth blazing from his mighty lips 
When he spake to the breathless infinite. 

And shook the wondrous sleeper from her dream ? 
Thus God’s thoughts ever call unto man’s soul 
To rouse itself, and let tts thoughts shake ofi 
The torpor from their wings, and soar and sing 
Up in the sunny azure of the heavens: 

And when at length one rises from its rest. 

Like the mail’d Barbarossa from his trance. 

He smiles upon it, in whatever garb 

It is array’d: — ^whether it stretches up 

In grand cathedral spires, whose gilded vanes. 
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Like glorious earth-tongues, lap the light of heaven 

Or rounds itself into the perfect form 

Of marble heroes, looking a reproof 

On their creators for not gifting them 

With one spark of that element divine 

WTiose words they are; or points itself like light 

Upon the retina, in breathing hues 

And groups of loveliness on speaking canvas; 

Or wreaths itself in fourfold harmony. 

Making the soul a sky of rainbows;^ or 
Sweeping vast circuits, ever stretching out 
Broad-arm’d. and aH-embracing theories; 

Or harvesting its brightness focal-wise, 

AH centring in the poet’s gem-like words. 

Fresh as the odours of young flowers, and bright 
As new stars trembling in the hand of God. 

In aU its grand disguises he beholds 

And blesses his fair chQd- For thought is one. 

As souls are in their essence, and it works 
By kindred laws and processes in aU; — 

Whether it flames within thy mind, oh God, 

And publishes itself in spheres of hght. 

In worlds of spirits — effluences of thee. 

And shows its mighty convoluted throes 
In embryotic suns and nebula; 

Or glimmers dimly in the humble mind 

Of one of thy earth’s children, whose grand whb 

And festival ambition is to bow 

To thee; and whose most lofty thought is but 

As the upturning of an eye in prayer; 

Stni axe they one in nature — the great thought 
That ray’d out into constellated worlds. 

And the weak thought that went up in a sigh — 
The grand and lofty thought that, lovcr-Iike, 

Hung a new star-string on the neck of heaven. 
And the poor, lowly one that, bee-like, brought 
The honey of a pious wish to thee; 

And this is one drop in that luminous flood; 

One note from a light string of the great harp; 
One leaf in aH the universal wreath ; 

One point of all the glory of thy throne; 

One atom of the substance of all worlds; 

One gem upon the costly floor of heaven; 

One tiny firstling among aH the wealth, 

Which, going from thee glances, is return’d 
As suns. And to thine eye one human thought 
Interprets all the rest; the dynasties 
Of miehtiest intellect or martial power. 

The Pharaohs and the Carnars, and the times 
Of Persian splendour, and of Greciaa might — 

One human thought, inx-ested in an act. 

Lays bare the heart of ail humanity. 

And holds up, plobule-Iike, in miniature 
An that the soul of man hath yet achieved. 

Its Paradises Lost, its glorious Ih'ads, 

Its Ha.mlets and Othellos, and its dreams 
Pising in towering Pyramids and Fanes, 

To show that earth hath raptures heavenward; 
And Ifise the touch’d lips of a hoary saint. 
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Utteis dim prophesies of after-worlds, 

Making sweet music to the ear of Goi 
tike Memnon’s statue thrilling at the sun; 

And as the New Year opyening into life 
Is all-related to the ages, so 
Are man’s works unto thine. Almighty God ; 

And as the ages to eternity, 

So are all works to thee, Great Source of all! ” 

Fourtiily, the author of NigJti and the Soul has a quick 
perception of those real, but mysterious analogies, which bind 
mind and nature together. The whole poem is indeed an 
attempt to show the thousand points in which Night, in its 
brightness and blackness, its terror and its joy, its clouds and 
ite stars, its calm and its storm, comes in contact -with human 
hopes, fears, aspirations, doubts, faults, and destinies. For 
example, be says — 

The solemn Night comes hooded, like a nun 
From her dark cell, while all the laughing stars 
Mock the black weeds of the fair anchorite. 

Sorrow is but the sham and slave of joy; 

And this sweet sadness that thou wottest of 
Is but the dusky dress in which our bliss, 
like a child sporting with the weeds of wo, 

Chooses a moment to enrobe itself. 

Two beautiful separate strains will show stiU better what wc 
mean. One we find at page X13: — 

Thou pleadest, love, and all things plead; 

For what is life but endless needing? 

All worlds have wants beyond thcmscJvcs, 

And live by ceaseless pleading. 

The earth j-cams towards the sun for light; 

The stats all tremble towards each other; 

And every moon that shines to-night 
Hangs trembling on an cider brother. 

Flowers plead for grace to live; and bees 
Plead for the tinted domes of flowers; 

Streams rush into the big-sonl’d se-as; 

The seas yearn for the golden hours. 

The moon plc.nds for her prc.nchcr. Night; 

_ Old ocean pieadeth for the moon; 

Noon flics into the sbnde.s for rest ; 

Tlie shades seek out the mvin. 

Life is .m c\-crla5ting seeking; 

_SoitLs seek, and p.nnt. and ple.id for troth; 

Youth h.angcth on the skins of aer; 

•Vge yc.rmeth still tcw.ird.s youth. 

.\r.d thus all cling unto each cthtr: 

For nought iro'.n all thir.cs ehe is riv n. 

He.aven hendrth oVr the j restr.’.te ra-^:h; 
li.mh spreads her .inr.t tc>'.v.ards h'as r.;. 
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So do tiion bend above me, love. 

And I win bless thee from afar; 

Thon sbalt be heaven, and I the sea 
That bosometh the star. 

The other ocorrs at page 117, and is a potverful collection. 0 
gloomj images: — 

I stand beside tby lonely grave, my love. 

The wet stretch bdow me like a bog; 

Darkness comes showering down opon me fast; 

The wind is whining like a hocs^ess dog; — 

The cold, cold wind is whining ronnd thy grave. 

It comes trp wet and dripping from the fen; 

The iat~ny creeps irJo tke dark. 

Like, a dar,, ar.gry Icon io his der.. 

There is a fcrlom. moaning in the air — 

A sobbing roond the spot where thon art sleeping; 

There is a dull glare in the wintry sky. 

As though the eye of heaven were with weeping. 

Sharp gusts of tears come raining from the clouds. 

The ancient church looks desolate and wild; 

There is a deep, cold shiver in the earth. 

As thou^ the great world hunger’d for her child. 

The very trees Sing their gaunt arms on high, 

Cahing for Summer to come back again; 

Earth cnes that Heaven has quite deserted her; _ 

Heaven answers but in showers of drizzling rain. 

The rain comes plashing on my pallid face; 

Night, like a witch, is squatting on the ground; 

The storm is rising, and its howling wail 

Goes baying round her, like a hungry bound. 

The clouds, like grim, black iaces, come and go. 

One tall tree stretches up against the sky; 

It lets the rain through, like a trembling hand 
Pressing thin fingers on a watery eye. 

The moon came, but shrank back.” like a young girl 
Who has burst in upon funereal sadness; 

One star came — Cleopatra-like, the Night 
Swallow'd this one pearl in a fit of madness, 

.Aid here I stand, the weltering heaven above. 

Beside thy lonely grave, my lost, my bnried love! 

Fifthly, this poet dedaces a grand Christian moral from 
story and whole poem. .AJexiSj his hero, after outliving 
difficulties, trials, and doubts, comes to a Christian conclusion 
in which he expresses the foUowing magnificent passage 
(page 155):— 

The heart is a dumb angel to the soul, 

TOl Christ pass by, and touch its bud-like Ups. 

Aot unto thee, bold spirit on the wing. 

Dees the bright form of Truth reveal itself; 

Soar as thon wilt, the heavens are still above. 

to thy questionings no answer comes — 

^7 the mocking of the dumb, sad stars. 

tiiy search may prozaise thee success, 
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And now and then wild lights may play above, 

Which, -with exultant joy, thou takest for 
The gleaming portals of the home of Truth — 

’Twas but a mirage where thou saw’st thyself. 

And not the image of the passing God! 

Oh, with what joy we all set out for truth — 

Newer Crusaders for the Holy Land — 

Till one by one our guides and comrades faU, 

And then some starry night, some cold bleak m'ght. 

We find we are alone upon the sands. 

Far from all human aids and sjonpathics, 

While the black tide comes roaring up the waste. 

The highest truths lie nearest to the heart; 

No soarings of the soul can find out God. 

I was a bee who woke one summer night. 

And taking the white stars for flowers, went up 
Buzzing and booming in the hungry blue; 

And when its wings were weary with tlic flight. 

And the cold airs of mom were coming up, 

Lo ! the white flowers were melting out of view, 

And it came wheeling back — ah! hcaxily — 

To the great laughing earth that gleam’d below! 

God will not show himself to prying eves: 

Could Reason scale the battlements of heaven, 

Religion were a vain and futile thing, 

And Faith a toy for childhood or the mad; 

The humble heart secs farther than tlic soul. 

Love is the key to knowledge — to true power; 

And he who loveth all things, knoweth all. 

Religion is the true Philosophy! 

Faith is the last great link ’twixt God and m.an. 

There is more wisdom in a whisper’d prayer, 

Than in the ancient lore of all the scliooLs; 

The soul upon its knees holds God by the Imnd. 

Worship is wisdom .as it is in he.avcn! 

“ 1 do believe! help Thou my unbelief! ” 

Is the last, greatest utterance of the soul. 

God came to me as Truth — I saw Him not; 

He came to me .as Love — and my hc.art broke. 

And from its inmost deeps there came a cry, 

“ My Father! oh! my Father, smile on me; " 

And the Great I'nthcr smiled. 

Ahl ’tis a blessed world — a theatre 
Where mighty puri'oscs play out their p.arts; 

We see not halt its beauty till we .are 

That which we see through love. ITe holy heart 

I'tilfik the dri'.am o( olden alcliyniist-.. 

Turning .all things it touches into gold. 

Tlie highest wisdom of the wisr-it '-('•-r 

Is that which brings la's ehil. !!•.>'' si I'.ack to him. 

Christ was the babe’s Ats-"!! •; and hi' w.'rd' 

Hre.athe the pure .lir of clitl ffiisvl, and it - .'.liih: 
fsto-ap, stis\'p. proud m.anr the g.at'' <■! Iwavrn is hire, 

And all who eat>~r in tlnre-st tu.ust 11 
Re.noti h.is (irlds *o pl.-.y n. n i-.le as -:r: 

I'll! thev have b.T.uid'; and it *’ •' ’ -a: I*--.-. 

f.o’ tbrre .-.Te b 'litu.iu.i-s a-..; tl-f cur^ ■ ' ‘ •!. 

.\r.d the s'\! thunder’d " X>-s-rr! ** Jr.-m jin-; 
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Of the black darkness, and the mocking waste. 

Come not to God "with questions on thy lips; 

He uill have love — love and a holy trust, 

And the self-abnegation of the child. 

’Tis a far higher wisdom to believe, 

Than to cry “ Question,” at the porch of truth. 

Think not the Infinite wiU calmly brook 
The plummet of the finite in its deeps. 

The humble cottager I saw last night. 

Sitting among the shadows at his door. 

With his meat Bible open on his knee — 

His grandchild sporting near him on the_ grass. 

When his day’s work was done — and pointing still 
With homy finger as he read the lines. 

Had, in his child-like trust and confidence, 

Far more of wisdom on his furrow’d brow, 

Than Kant in proving that there is a God, 

Or Plato buried in Atlantis dreams ! 

I was a pilgrim gone in search of Him ; 

Reason, my ^de, went wheeling through the dark, 

And still I follow’d with a faltering joy. 

Until at last we reach’d the utmost verge, 

Where “ Hither and no Farther! ” is inscribed. 

And my guide vanish’d, leaving.me alone — 

Alone — and the bright shrine I sought far off I 
Alone — and the great waste behind me there, 

Shutting me out from love and sympathy; , 

And there before, a waste yet wider stllh 
Ah ! then it was my sturdy heart was touch’d: 

I first felt awe, then love, then confidence; 

And when I came once more into the world 
From this soul-pilgrimage, behold ! it smiled : 

And it was mom, and all the birds were up, 

And the one heart of aU things throbb’d with joy; 

And the old hUls lay sleeping, sleek in sunlight; 

It was a jubilee in praise of God — 

An Orphic song — a festal hymn of praise! 

I saw all seeming eccentricities 
Were but the playing of the wider laws. 

While law itself was systematic love. 

The passing winds sang vesper hymns to me; 

And the old woods seem’d whispering, “ Int us pray! ” 

Still more directly is the moral of the poem stated in the 
following words, wWch leave Alexis a “ little child — 

The last secret that we leam is this — 

That being is a circle after all. 

And the last line we draw in after life, 

Rejoins the arc of childhood when complete: 

That to be more than man is to be less. 

We need not dwell on the identity of this statement 
the words of Jesus — “ Except a man become as a little child, 
he ran in no wise enter the kingdom of heaven; ” nor express 
our joy at finding these words — which are at present a stumbling' 
block to many, m this proud and sceptical age, when intellect is 
■worshipped as a god, and humility is trampled on as a slave-— 
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taken up, set in the splendid imager}’, and sung in the lofty 
measures of one of our most gifted young poets. 

We have not analysed the stoiy', for this reason, that story, 
properly speaking, there is none. Two couples arc the principal 
interlocutors — ^Ferdinand and Caroline — Alexis and Flora. 
The first arc all bliss and blue .sky together; they seem almost 
in heaven already. Ale.xis, again, is a kind of Manfred — with- 
out the melancholy end of that hero. Certain spirits form a 
conspiracy against him, and lead him through wild weltering 
abysses of struggle — ver}' powerfully described — during which 
he forgets poor Rora, and a lady named Edith dies in love for 
him. When he returns to himself, and reaches the solid ground 
of hope, he returns to Flora too, and they arc left in a very 
happy frame — she blessing the hour of his deliverance, and he 
resuming his old poetical aspirations. The poem closes with 
a song, in the “ Lockslcy Hall ” style, on the “ Poet’s Mission,” 
which is not, we think, in the author’s best manner; and will 
be thought, by many, not quite in keeping with the Christian 
moral of the poem before enunciated. 

.^d^ now for fault-finding. First, we state the want of 
objective interest. Ni^ht and the Soul is just a heap of 
fine and beautiful things. The story has no hinge. The plot 
IS nothing. You might almost begin to read the book at the 
end, and close it at the beginning. Secondly, there is no 
dramatic skill displayed in the management of the dialogue. 
All the characters taUc equally well, and all talk too long. All 
are poets or poetesses, uttering splendid soliloquies. Hence 
inevitably arise considerable monotony and tedium. Thirdly, 
we demur to that Spirit-scene altogether. Either these beings 
should have been described as doing more, or doing less. As 
It is, their introduction is a mere excrescence, although it is 
redeemed by much striking poetry. Fourthly, there is a good 
deal of the hideous in the poem, imitated, apparently, from the 
worse passages of Festus. Wc give one specimen — the worst, 
however, in the volume (page 132): — 

Last night I dream'd the universe was mad, 

And that the sun its Cyclopean eye 
Roll’d glaring like a maniac’s in the heavens; 

And moons and comets, link’d together, scream’d 
Like bands of xvitches at their carnivals, 

And stream’d like wandering heU along the sky; 

And that the awful stars, through the red light, 

Glinted at one another wickedly, 

Throbbing and chilling with intensest hate, 

While through the whole a nameless horror ran ; 

H S'lS 



94 


Gilfillan’s Literary Portraits 

And worlds dropp’d from their place i’ the shuddering, 

Like leaves of Autumn, when a mighty wind 
Makes the trees shiver through them thickest robes: 

Great spheres crack’d in the midst, and belch’d out flame, 

And sputtering fires went crackling over heaven; 

And space yawn’d blazing stars; and Time shriek’d out, 

That hungry fire was eating everything! 

And scordi’d fiends, down m the nether heU, 

Cried out, “ The universe is mad — is mad! ” 

And the great thing in its convulsions flung 
Swtem on system, till the caldron boil'd 
(Space was the caldron, and all heU the fire), 

And every giant limb o’ the universe 
Dilated and collapsed, till it grew wan. 

And I could see its naked ribs gleam out. 

Beating like panting fire — and I awoke. 

Twas not all dream ; — such is the world to me. 

This ■will never do. Fifthly, Mr. Bigg appears to us to ivnte 
too fast, and too diffusely. Many of his passages would be 
greatly improved by lea-ying out every third Une. 

This, however, is an ungracious task, and we must huny it 
over. The author of Night and the Soul is a genuine 
He has original genius — prolific fancy — the resources, too, oi 
an ample scholarship — an unbounded command of poetic 
lan^age — and, above all, a deeply-human, reverent, and pious 
spirit breathing in his soul. On the future career of such an 
one, there can rest no shadows of uncertainty. A little pruningj 
a little more pains in elaborating, and the selection of an interest- 
ing story for his future poems, are all he requires to rank hiiU; 
by and by, ■with our foremost living poets. 


GERALD MASSEY 1 

Gerald Massey has not the voluptuous tone, the felicitous 
and highly-^wrought imagery, or the sustained music of Smithy 
nor the diffusive splendour and rich general spirit of poetry m 
which all Bigg’s verses are steeped ; nor the amazing subtlety? 
depth, and pervasive purpose of Yendys’s song. His poetry 
is neither sustained as a whole, nor highly finished in almos 
any of its parts; its power lies in separate sparkles of intense 
brilliance, shining on what is generally a dark ground-ylik® 
moonbeams gleaming on a midnight wave. Whether it b® 
from the extreme brightness of those sparkles, or from the 
gloom which they relieve, certain we are that we have never 

Chrhtabcl, and other Lyrical Poems, 
aaditional Pieces, and a Preface. By Gerald Massey. 
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Ye sometimes lead my feet to walk the angel side of life. 

Come, worship beauty in the forest temple, dim and hush, 

Where stands magnificence dreaming ! and God burneih in the btish. 

The murkiest midm'ght that frowns firom the skies 
Is at heart a radiant morrow. 

The kingliest kings are crown’d with thorn. 

Whm win the world (juicken for liberty’s birth, 

Which she waiteth, with eager wings beating the dawn. 

Oh, but be a merry day, the world shall set apart, 

When strife’s last brand is broken in the last crown’d tjrant’s heart! 

The herald of our coming Christ leaps in the womb of time; 

The poor’s grand army toeads the Age’s march with step sublime. 

Yet she weeteth not I love her; 

Never dare I tell the sweet 
Tale, but to the stars above her. 

And the flowers that kiss her feet. 

And the maiden-meek voice of the womanly wife 
Still bringeth the heavens nigher, 

For it rinm like the voice of God o’er my life. 

Aye bidding me climb up higher. 

Merry as laughter ’mong the hills, 

Spring dances at my heart! ” 

WhCTe life hath dimazt like a wave 
That breaks in perfect rest. 

We might long persist at this pleasant task of pluckmg yili 
flowers. But we hasten to speak of some of the more prominei 
merits and defects of this remarkable volume. One main 
of Massey is his intense earnestness, which reminds you alnioi 
Ebenezer Elliott, with his redhot-poker pen. Like bini> 1 
has put his heart ” — his big, burning heart — ^into his p>oei® 
Mr. Lewes, of the Leader, opines that Massey wants tl 
power of transmuting experience into poetic forms, and tb® 
nowhere does the real soul of the man utter itself: two moi 
unfortunate assertions — for the evident effort, and often succesi 
ful attainment, of this author, more than with most wntst 
are, to set his own life to music, and to express in verse all ^ 
poe^ with which it has teemed. He has been a sore strugga 
—with poverty, wth a narrow sphere, with doubts and darl 
ness, you have this struggle echoed in his rugged and 
song. He has been a giant under Etna; and his voice is 
stispirtum de profundis. Although still a very young man, n 
nas undergone ages of ex-perience; and, although we had no 
o\TO all this from his preface and notes, we might have cor 
fidcn% concluded it from his poetry . 

in his earlier poems, we find his fire of earnestness bumiri 
m ncrce, exaggerated, and volcanic forms. The poet appeal- 
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The poem entitled the “ Bridal ” is hardly so simple as this 
writer would wsh; but, as a rich marriage-dress ^ it chali g 
all admiration. 

We must quote some passages. 

Alive with eyes, the village sees 
The Bridal dmnning from the trees, 

And housewives swarm i’ the sun like bees. 

Silence sits i’ the belfry-choir !_ 

Up in the twinkling air the spire 
Throbs, as it fluttered wings of fire. 

The winking windows, stained rare, 

Blush with their gouts of glory, fair 
As heaven’s shower-arch had melted there. 

But enter — lordlier splendours brim, 

Such mists of gold and purple s\rim, 

And the light falls so rich and dim. 

Even so doth love life’s doors unbar, 

Where all the hidden glories are, 

That from the -windows shone afar. 

Sumptuous as Iris, when she swims 
With rainbow-robe on dainty limbs, 

The bride’s full beauty overbrims. 

The gazers drink rare overflo-n-s, 

Her cheek a lovelier damask glows. 

And on his arm she leans more close. 

A drunken joy reels in his blood. 

His being doth so bud and bud, 

He wanders an enchanted wood. 

Last night -with weddable white arms, 

And thoughts that throng’d with quaint alarms. 

She trembled o’er her mirror’d charms. 

Like Eve first glassing her new life; 

And the Maid startled at the Wife, 

Heart-pained with a sweet -w'arm strife. 

The unknown sea moans on her shore 
Of life ; she hears the breakers roar, 

But, trusting him, she’ll fear no more. 

The blessing given, the ring is on; 

And at God’s altar radiant run 
The currents of two Uvsj in one. 

Husht with happiness, every sense 
Is cro-wned at the heart intense. 

And silence hath such eloquence 1 

Down to his feet her meek cyee stoop 
As there her love should pom its cup; 

But like a king, he lifts them up. 

Alone they hold their marri.Tge-fc.ist— 

Fresh from the chrism of the priest, 


-to 
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Balder to pedantry and far-fetched forms of speech. Strong 
simple English can express any thought^ however subtle; any 
imagination, however lofty; any reflection, however profound; 
any emotion, however warm; and any shade of fancy, however 
delicate. Massey, in all his more earnest and loftier strains, 
shuns the faults of over-elaboration and daintiness, and throws 
out diamonds in the rough. We may refer, as one of the l^t 
specimens of bis stem and stalwart battle-axe manner, to “ New 
Year’s Eve in Exile.” Hear these lines, for instance: — 


Men who had broken battle’s burning lines, _ 

Dealing life with their looks, death with their hands; 

And strode like Salamanders through war’s flame; 

And in the last stem charge of desperate valoiur 
On death’s scythe dash’d with force that turn’d its edge. 

Earnest as fire they sate, and reverent 
As though a God were present in their midst ; 

Stem, but serene and hopeful, prayerful, brave 
As Cromwell’s Ironsides on an eve of battle. 

Each individual life as clench’d and knit, 

As though beneath their robes their fingers clutch’d 
The weapon sworn to strike a tyrant down ; 

Such proud belief lifted their kindling brows; 

Such glowing purpose hunger'd in their eyes. 

The new year flashes on us sadly grand, 

Leaps in our midst with ringing armour on. 

Strikes a mail’d hand in ours, and bids us arm 
Ere the first trumpet sound the hour of onset. 

Dense darkness lies on Europe’s winter world ; 

Stealthy and grim the Bear comes creeping on 
Out of the North, and all the peoples sleep 
By Freedom’s smouldering watch-fire; there is none 
To snatch the brand and dash it in his face. 

This is masculine writing; resembling thy first and best 
style, O dear author of T)u Roman — a style to which we trust 
to see thee returning in thy future works. The grandest poetry 
has ever been, and shall ever be, written on rocks — ^like the stony 
handwriting traced by the tribes in their march through 
great and terrible wilderness; or like the fiery lines which God s 
hand cut upon the two tables of the law. 

_ We notice in Massey, as in all young poets, occasional iinitf^' 
tions of other wTiters; nay, one or two petty larcenies. 
example, he says. 

She summers on heaven’s hiU of m>'Trh. 

Aird had said, in his “ Devil’s Dream,” 

Anr\ fl/^A 


Gerald Massey loi 

Agairij Massey saysj 

The flowers fold their cups like praj-ing hands. 

And with droop’d heads await the blessing Night 
Gives with her silent magnanimity. 

Aird in the same marvellous dream had used the words. 

The silent magnanimity of Nature and her God. 

In the same page Massey says. 

How dear it is to mark th’ immortal life 
Deepen and darken in her large round eyes. 

In Aird’s “ Buy a Broom ” we find the following lines, quoted^ 
however, and from what author we forget: 

Like Pandora’s eye, 

WTien first it darken'd with ivimorial life. 

In page 51 the following lines occur: 

Wept glorious tears that telescope the soul, 

And bring heaven nearer to the eyes of Faith. 

We ourselves had said, “ the most powerful of all telescopes 
is a tear.” These, however, are really all the distinct instances 
of plagiarism we have noticed; and, besides being probably 
quite unintentional, they bear no proportion whatever to the 
numerous and splendid originalities of the volume. 

We have endeat'oured to find out from Mr. ilassey’s volume 
what his religious sentiments are; and think that, on the 
whole, he seems to have got little further, as yet, than the 
worship of Nature. We can forewarn him that this r^l not long 
satisfy his heart. Nature, to say the least of it, is a crude, 
imperfect process, not a complete and rounded result, far less 
a living cause. No delusion is becoming more general, and none 
is more contemptibly false, than a certain Brahminical worship 
of this universe, as if it were anything more than a combination 
of brute matter, coloured by distance and fancy ndth poetic 
hifes. Carlyle has greatly aided our young poets to the pitiful 
conclusion that INfatter is God, He cries out, “ The Earth is 
my mother, and divine.” He says again, after sneering at the 
authority of the Bible, “ There is one book, of the inspiration 
of which there cannot be any doubt,” namely Nature; forgetting 
that all the difficulties, and jar more, which beset the thought 
that God is the inspirer of the Bible, beset the notion that he is 
the Author of nature; and that, if earth be as a whole divine, 
then its ernls, imperfections, and unutterable woes must be 
divine, and consequently eternal too. We must VTim young 
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poets against that excessive idolatry^ of light, heat, Iw, life, 
and their multitudinous effects, which are leading them so 
terribly astray, and sowing their pages with gross matenmism, 
disguised under a transparent veil of Pantheistic mysticism. 
They see Silenus through a dream, and think him Pan, and make 
this Pan their only God. Connected with this, is^ that worship 
which they say can be best performed without going to church, 
and the fittest altars of which are 

The mountains and the ocea^ ■ 

Earth, air, stars — all that springs from the Great Whole, 

Who hath produced, and will receive, the soul; 

forgetting that this worship, being that of the imagination, not 
of the heart, must be vague and cold; that energy, zeal, an 
piety have never in former times been long sustained withou 
the aid of public as well as of personal devotion; that the 
of those who have thus “ worshipped they knew not whch 
in a manner they could hardly tell lioiv, have been unhappy an 
morbid beings; that Milton, whose example, they often quote, 
although he left his church, did not forsake his Bible; tha 
Jesus Christ, whom they venerate, while he went up again and 
again to a mountain to pray, himself alone, far more frequently 
was found in the S3magogues on the Sabbath-day; and that, 
even on merely artistic principles, no finer spectacle can be wit- 
nessed on earth than a man of genius not retiring into haughty 
isolation, and bowing the knee with greater pride than if he 
blasphemed, but mingling quietly with the common stream o 
the multitude which is pouring to the house of God, and uniting 
his voice with their psalmody, his heart with their tbanksgivmg; 
and his soul with their adoration. , , 

Since commencing this paper, we have read a book — attributed 
to Dr. VVhewell, and published by Parker — on The Plurality oj 
of Worlds.^ Years ago, we had reached all the leading con- 
clusions in this remarkable volume. Its merit is, that it ba^ 
what have long been our intuitions upon a solid foundation oi 
logic and facts, proving, almost to a demonstration, that earth is 
the only part of the creation — ^at all events, of the solar system-ty 
which is yet inhabited. Our object at present in mentioning it, 
is to proclaim its value as a deadly blow in the face of creation- 
worship and Pantheism. It demonstrates ' that the glory oi 

’ S-c our tbouRhts at greater length on this subject in a recent artiy!^ 
in the EcUcHc Ueviar, to tvhicli we are happy to say the author ' 
" Dialogue," .1 masterly reply to liis opponents, newly published, rciers 
with Eati<;fnclion. 
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early suSerings he has passed into comfort^ domestic happiness, 
and general fame. Many veils are yet to drop from his e3'^es. 
He has yet to learn the worthlessness of human nature as a 
whole, the impotence of human effort, the littleness of human 
life, and the delusive nature of all joy which is not connected 
with our duty to God and man. His present sanguine hopes 
and notions^ of humanity will wither, jtjst as the green earth 
and blue skies will by and by appear altogether insufficient to 
fill and satisfy his soul. This process we regard inevitable to 
^ genuine thi^ers and lofty poets ^ but the great question is, 
Does it result* in soiinng or in strengthening the man? Carlyle 
and Foster both passed through this disenchanting process; 
but how different the results! The one has become savage in 
his despair as a flayed wild beast. The other became milder 
and calmer in proportion to the depth of his melancholy. And 
me reason of this difference is very simple. Carlyle believes 
m nothing but the universe. Foster believed in a Father, a 
Saviour, and a future world. If Mr. Massey comes (as we 
trust he shall) to a Irue belief, it will compensate him for every 
tnal and every sad internal or external experience, and he vnll 
stand like an Atlas above the ruins of a world, calm, firm, 
pensive, but pressing forwards, and looking on high."^ 


paper 'vas TOtten, we have read some specimens of Uassefs 
preface to his third ediUon, and in his review of Balder in 

e.vceUcnt, dear, massive, masterly English, very 
refreshmg to this age of mystical fudge. ^ ^ 
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votary of literaturCj who feels that Hazlitt has expressed in 
language what he only could “ with the faltering tongue and 
the glistening eye.” When he has a favourite, and espedally 
an old favovurite author to discuss, it becomes as great a luOTiy 
to witness as to feel his rapture. Even elderly enthusiasts, 
whose ardour is somewhat •passee, might contemplate him with 
emotions such as Scott has so exquisitely described in Louis XL, 
when looking at the hungry Quentin Durward devouring his 
late and well-won breakfast. Youth — ^hot, eager, joyous youth 
— sparkles in Hazlitt’s best criticisms even to the last, .^d 
yet, beside all his bursts and bravuras, there is always looking 
on the stem, clear, piercing eye of Old Analysis. Why is it that 
Hazlitt, thus eminently fitted to attract all classes, has failed 
to be generally popular? Many answers might be given to this 
question. There was first the special victimisation he under- 
went during his lifetime from the reviews and magazines. Old 
Gifford was his bitterest, although by no means his ablest 
opponent. The power wielded thirty years ago by that little 
arid mass of commonplace and dried venom is, to us, absolut^y 
marvellous. The manner in which he exercised the criticm 
profession showed, indeed, that he was perfectly skilled in his 
former one, especially in the adroit use of the awl. He was 
admirable at boring small holes j but beyond this he was 
nothing. If Shakspere’s works had appeared in his time, 
he would have treated them precisely as he treated Shelley s 
and Keats’, unless, indeed, they had been submitted to his 
revision before, or dedicated to him at publication. Other- 
wise, how he would have ostracised Othello ; mauled Macbeth ; 
tom-up The Tetnpest ; mouthed, like a dog at the moon, against 
the Midsuvimer Night’s Dream ; laughed at Lear ; raved at 
Romeo and Juliet ; and admitted merit only in Tivwn, because 
it suited his morbid temper, and in the Comedy of Errors, 
because it melted down fus e\nl humours into grim laughter. 
It is lamentable to think of such a man being respected by 
Byron, and feared by Hunt and Lamb. It is more lamentable 
still, to remember that he and his coadjutors were able to half- 
madden Shelley, to kill Keats, and to add gall and wormwood 
to the native bitterness of Hazlitt’s spirit. 

But he had other opponents, who, if not animated by nil 
Gifford’s spirit, had ten times his talent. Wilson and Lockhart 
bent all their young power against a writer whom both in their 
hearts admired, and from whom both had learned much. The 
twenty'-ffve volumes of Blachicood' s Rlagazitte arc disgraced 
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never, however, of weakness, but of haste, carelessness, and 
caprice. They swarm with gossiping anecdote, with flashy 
clap-trap, with egotism, with jets of bitterest venom, and with 
sounding paradoxes. They are cast chiefly, too, in the fom 
of slipshod essays ; nor has he ever completed any great, solid, 
separate work, for his Life of Napoleon is not worthy of his 
powers. His superficial readers — especially if their minds have 
been previously poisoned by reading the Quarterly and Black- 
wood — ^fasten on these faults, and never get farther. “ An amus- 
ing, flimsy writer,” is the highest compliment they find in their 
hearts to bestow on one of the finest and deepest thinkers of the 
day. Our misty Germanisers, again, find him too clear, too 
brilliant, not sufficiently conversant with Kant, Fichte, Schiller, 
and Goethe, and vote him obsolete. Carlyle classes him with 
Dermody in one paper, and in another talks of him in such 
terms as these : “ How many a poor Hazhtt must wander over 
God’s verdant earth, like the unblest over burning deserts — 
passionately dig wells, and draw up only the dry quicksand, 
and at last die and make no sign.” Such injustice is too rank 
long to continue rampent. Hazlitt, as a man, had errors of no 
little magnitude; but he was as sincere and honest a being as 
ever breathed. If not practically a Christian, he respected 
Christianity; he saw, though he shrank from, its unique and 
glorious character; he owned its unparalleled power; he has 
praised its Bible with all the enthusiasm of his heart, and with 
all the riches of his genius; and he would have burned his 
pen and the hand that held it, sooner than have set himself 
deliberately to sap by written innuendo, or blow up by open 
outrage, the faith in which his good old parents died. His 
VTitings constitute one of those quarries of thought, such as are 
also Bacon’s Essays, Butler’s Sermons, Boswell’s Johnson, and 
Coleridge’s Table Talk. They abound in gems, as sparkling as 
they are precious, and ever and anon a “ mountain of light ” 
lifte up its shining head. Not only are they full of profound 
critical dicta, but of tlie sharpest observations upon life and 
manners, upon historj^, and the metaphysics of the human mind. 
Descriptions of nature, too, are there, cool, clear, and refreshing 
as summer leaves. And then how fine are his panegyrics on the 
old meters and the old poets! And ever and anon he floats 
away into long glorious passages, such as that on Wordsworth 
and that on Coleridge, in the Spirit of the Age — such as his 
description of the effects of the Reformation — such as his panc- 
g>'nc poetry — his character of Sir Thomas Bro^vne — and his 
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picture of the Reign of Terror! Few things in llie language 
are greater than these. They resemble 

The long-resounding march and energy divine 

of the ancient lords of English prose — the Dr\-dens, the Bro\vnes, 
the Jeremy Taylors, and the lililtons. 

All so-called “ beauties ” of great authors we detest. They 
are as dull as almanacs or jest-books. They are but tom fallen 
feathers from tlie broad eagle-wing. Nor do we mean to suggest 
that Hazlitt’s works should be subjected to such an equivocal 
process. But we should like to see his Select Works, including 
a selection from his essays, the whole of his Characteristics, and 
iiis Characters of Shakspere's Plays — all his lectures delivered 
at the Surrey Institution — a selection from his purely meta- 
physical works — certain passages from his Life of Napoleon — 
copious e.xceipts from his pictorial criticisms — and his Spirit 
of the Age e.TL\vcQ. It is a disgrace to literature; and while there 
are cheap editions of Lamb and Hunt, and dear editions of 
Jeffrey, Smith, and Macaulay, there is no good edition we know 
of, whether cheap or dear, of the works of a far more original 
thinker, eloquent miter, and earnest man, than any of them 
all. 

We will allude but to one other feature in Hazlitt’s critical 
character — we mean his attachment to Shakspere and Cole- 
ridge. Otliers admire Shakspere — Hazlitt loves and adores 
him; and this soft key of love opens to him many an intricate 
lock, and this deep light of adoration leads him safe through 
many a dark and ■winding ■way. Many prefer Ulrici, although, 
in fact, his work is just a “ Midsummer Night’s Dream ” of 
Shakspere. It is not Shakspere himself— the clear and manly 
Englishman, as well as the universal genius — ^it is Shakspere 
seen through the mists of the Brocken, casting an enormous 
shadow, which is mistaken for and criticised as the substance. 
Indeed, we can conceive no spectacle more ludicrous than that 
of Shakspere in the shades reading Ulrici, and marvelling to 
find that he understood him so much better than himself, and 
saw more in him than he ever intended — nay, often the reverse 
of what he did intend. 

Hazlitt read Shakspere mth far greater perspicacity; saw 
I ms faults, and liked him better for them; took him at his word, 
j beheyed what he said, and did not go about stumbling and 
j groping for recondite meanings and merits in its author. Shaks- 
j pere has now a great gallery of critics: — Johnson, with his 
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sturdy generalities of encomium; Mrs. Montague, with her 
elegant and lady-like, if not very profound tribute; Jo^ph 
Warton’s graceful papers in the Adventurer, as well as his 
brother’s more elaborate testimony in his History of English 
Poetry; Goethe, in his fine remarks on Hamlet in WiUiehn 
Meister ; George Moir, in his refined and thoughtful Shakspere 
in Germany ; Mrs, Jameson; De Quincey; (Srlyle’s striking 
sketch; Coleridge’s wondrous talk about Lm; Hartley Cole- 
ridge’s Shakspere a Tory and a Gentleman ; Professor Wilson’s 
scattered splendours on the subject in the Nodes, etc. But 
love for the subject, profound and watchful study of it, the 
blended intellect and ardour of his nature, and the graces and 
powers of his style, render Hazlitt, in our judgment, the best 
limner of that standing wonder of the world ; and to his warm 
and living portraits we most fondly and frequently recur. 

Coleridge, too — a man resembling Shakspere in uidth and 
subtlety, although not in clearness and mascuUne strength and 
directness — ^was seen by Hazlitt as few else saw him, and shown 
by him more eloquently and enthusiastically than by any or 
all his other critics. He knew him in his youth. He met him 
first at Wem, in Shropshire, where his father was minister; 
and most beautifuUy has he described, in his First Acquaintance 
with Poets, his meeting with the “ noticeable man with large 
grey eyes.” ’Tis to us the most delightful of all Hazlitt’s 
essays, striking as it does on some of our own early associa- 
tions. 

Like Hazlitt, the author of this sketch w^s the son of a dissent- 
' ing (though not a Unitarian) minister; hke him, spent many 
a sad and solitary hour in the country, cheered, indeed, by 
books and by the loveliness and grandeur of nature; like him, 
had “ shed td^s over his unfinished manuscript,” while in vain 
seeking adequately to transcribe his confused but burning 
impressions of nature and of literature; and, like him, has 
again and again been delighted and raised from the dust by the 
visits and sermons of gifted preachers, who came like sunbeams 
to the sequestered valley of his birth; and he can hardly, there- 
fore, read My First Acquaintance with Poets, or several other 
of Hazlitt’s autobiographical essays, without a swelling heart 
and streaming eyes, as he thinks of the days of his owTi 
boyhood. 

No man has better described than Hazlitt Coleridge’s after- 
career, which was that of a comet among comets, more eccentrio 
than all its lawless kindred; now assuming the form of a thin 
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THOMAS MACAULAY 1 


One great distinction between the great and the half-great 
is, we think, this: the half-great man is in his own age fully 
commented on and thoroughly appreciated; his character is 
faithfully inscribed in a multitude of reviews; his career is 
reflected in a wall of mirrors, which image his every step, and 
“ now in glimmer, and now in gloom,” trace out his history 
ere he be dead, and leave very little for posterity to add or to 
take away. The great man, on the other hand, while seldom 
quite overlooked or ignored, is as seldom during his life-time 
fully recognised: a shade of doubts hang around his form, 
like mist around a half-seen Alp; his motions are all tracked, 
indeed, but tracked in terror and in suspicion; his character, 
when ^awn, is drawn in chiaroscuro ; his faults are chronicled 
more fuUy than his virtues; the general si^h which arises at the 
tidings of his death is as much that of relief as of sorrow; and 
not till the dangerous and infinite seeming man has been coro- 
mitted safely to the grave, does the world awake to feel that it 
has hid one of its richest treasures in the field of death. ' Nor 
should we entirely for this blame the world. For too often 
we believe that high genius is a mystery, and a terror even to 
itself; that it communicates with the demoniac mines of sulphur, 
as well as with the divine sources ; and that only God’s grace 
can determine to which of these it is to be permanently con- 
nected; and that only the stem alembic of death can settle 
the question to which it has on the whole' turned, whether it 
has really been the radiant angel, or the disguised fiend. 

We might illustrate our first remark by a number of examples. 
But our recent readings supply us with one more than sufficiently 
appropriate to our purpose. We have risen from reading for 
the first time Prior’s Lije of Burke, and, for the tenth or twentieth 
time, Macaulay’s Essays, collected from the Edinburgh Review. 
And as we rise we are forced to exclaim, “ Behold a great man, 
fairly though faintly painted by another, and a half-great man, 
unintentionally but most faithfully and fully sketched by him- 
self." Macaulay has eloquently panegyrised Burke, and accu- 
. * Fiotn A Third Gallery of Literary Portraits, 1854. 
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or clever alliterations. Macaulay often seems, and we believe 
is, sincere, but he is never in earnest; Burke, on all highCT 
questions, becomes a “ burning one ” — earnest to the brink 
of irenzy. Macaulay is a utilitarian of a rather low type; 
Burke is, at least, the bust of an idealist. We defy any one to 
tell whether Macaulay be a Christian or no; Burke’s High 
Churchism is the lofty buskin in which his fancy loves to tread 
the neighbourhood of the altar, while before it his heart kneels 
in lowly reverence. Macaulay’s writings often cloy the nund 
of his reader — you are full to repletion; from Burke’s you nse 
unsatisfied, as from a crumb of ambrosia, or a sip of nectar. 
Macaulay’s literary enthusiasm has now a far and formal air 
— it seems an old cloak of college days worn threadbare; Burke s 
has about it a fresh and glorious gloss — it is the ever-renewed 
skin of his spirit. Macaulay lies snugly and sweetly in the 
pinfold of a party; Burke is ever and anon bursting it to frag- 
ments. Macaulay’s moral indignation is too laboured and anti- 
thetical to be very profound ; Burke’s makes his heart palpitate, 
his hand clench, and his face kindle like that of Moses as he came 
do^vn the mount. Burke is the prophet; Macaulay the grown 
and well-fumished schoolboy. Burke, during his life-time, w^ 
traduced, misrepresented, or neglected, as no British man of his 
order ever was before or since; Macaulay has been the spoiled 
child of a too early and a too easy success. As they have reaped 
they have sown. Macaulay has written brilliant, popular, ^d 
useful w'orks, possessing every quality except original genius^ 
profound insight, or the highest species of historical truth; 
Burke, working in an unthankful parliamentary field, has yet 
dropped from his overflowing hand little living germs of political^ 
moral, literary, pictorial, and philosophic wisdom, which art 
striking root domiwards, and bearing fruit upwards throughout 
the ci^^lised world. Macaulay’s works hitherto consist of severa] 
octavo volumes; but Liberated America, India set free feott. 
Tyrants, and Infidel France Repelled, are the three atias folio: 
which we owe to the pen and the tongue of Edmund Burke. 

We had other points of contrast, which we forbear to press 
Indeed, wc feel ashamed at continuing so long a contrast betsveer 
two persons so unlike. But Macaulay’s xmwisc friends hav< 
compelled us to renew the old, and apparently superfluous work 
of showing the superiority of an original to an imitator — of £ 
sublime genius, informed from on high, to a cultured and con 
surnmate artist, galvanised from below — of one wearing a mantk 
which seemed dropped from some fierj* chariot of the past, t( 
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one “ of the earth, earthy ” — of one whose flights of genius and 
wisdom might almost entitle him to the name of the second 
Plato, to one who would be proud, we suspect, to bear that of 
the second Bacon, even although the meanness were added to 
the majesty, and the immortal degradation to the everlasting 
praise of the ambiguous and all-overrated name of the Chancellor 

of England. . j • i 

We propose now, first, briefly to characterise, and m a gene^ 
way, some of Macaulay’s essays ; and, secondly, to bend special 
attention on the longest and most elaborate of them all, that on 
“ Lord Bacon.” 

There are in everj' author’s w'orks what maj' be called repre- 
sentative parts or papers — papers or books which indi^te the 
leading qualities in his mind, or the leading stages in his mte - 
lectual development. Thus, in the case before us, we have 
" Mflton ” representing Macaulay the young and ardent scholar, 
“ BjTon ” and ” Johnson ” representing him as the full-grown 
litterateur, “ Warren Hastings,” and a host more, representing 
him as the budding historian, and “ Lord Bacon as Ae thinker. 

We have, first, ” Milton,” still, in our judgment, the smeerest, 
if not the most faultless of his papers. It is the work of a pre- 
mature and impassioned school-boy, ndth the glow of the to 
perusal of the Paradise Lost extant on his cheek, and with toe 
boy’s dream of liberty still beating in his heart. Mr. Macamay 
says that the paper contains “ scarcely a paragraph of whicn 
his mature judgment approves.” We may add, that there are 
many paragraphs in it which he now neither could nor durs 
write. "Men,” says James Hogg, in the Nodes ^ often, as 
they get auld, fancy themsel’s wiser, whereas, m fac , ^ 

only stoopider.” It is not ever)'- one who, like 
vdth his earl)'- volume of poems, sees at a ® 

bairn o’ his brain is also the best.” Artistically, aca a) 

“ Milton ” is not his best; but it is the qpemng of his vein— he 
throws forth in it a mass of pure ore, lyhich he has smee due y 
been employed in beating thin, or mixing with aser nae 
Thus we find him, in many of his subsequent papers, cu mg 
and dipping at his splendid picture of toe Puritans a pic re 
which we deem true to the life of these illustnous men, as wen 
as to the first sincere and burning comdctiom of Macaulay s 
young soul. He was not, as Sir Daniel Sandford^somewhere 
insinuates, " a dishonest panegyrist of the Punta^. Brought 
up in a rdigious atmosphere, its influence still flowed around 
him,- as he WTote of those who “ looked down with contempt 
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ou the rich and the eloquent, on nobles and on priests — for 
they esteemed themselves rich in a more precious treasure, and 
eloquent in a more sublime language — nobles by the right of 
an earlier creation, and priests by the imposition of a mightier 
hand.” But, since, the giddy effects of success and the chilling 
influences of the world have combined to damp and lower his 
lofty tone, and he seems more than once inclined to give up 
the Puritans as a ragged regiment, and to say, “ I’ll not march 
with them through Qiventry — that’s flat,” The associate of 
Lord Palmerston could not latterly retain much sympathy for 
Harry Vane. The confrere of VTiatel}’^ could scarcely now be 
honest in praising John Brown. ^Vhen he wrote “ Milton,” he 
was a worshipper ^viding his adoration between three objects 
— ^Poetrp, Liberty, and Protestantism — and all three seemed 
robed in virgin loveliness. AH have undergone a disenchant- 
ment — P oetry no longer walks the clouds, but the earth; Liberty 
is no more the “ mountain-n5Tnph,” but the highly accomplished 
daughter of a whig nobleman dwelling in Grosvenor Square; and 
Protestantism (see his renew of “ Ranke ”), mstead of being the 
rtrue child of the primitive age, and the destined heir of the earth, 
is a candidate with nearly the same claims and the same chances 
of final success, as the “ Woman sitting on the scarlet-coloured 
Beast, and with the names of Blasphemy written on her fore- 
head.” 

Indeed, we ad'vise any one who wishes to compute the extent 
and the rapidity of the cooling process which has passed over 
Macaulay’s mind, to compare his papers on “ Milton,” and on 

Ranke.” In the one he speaks, with just indignation, of the 
\*ices of Popery, “ complete subjection of reason to authority, 
a weak preference of form to substance, a childish passion for 
mummeries, an idolatrous veneration for the priestly character, 
and, above all, a merciless intolerance.” In his re^dew of Von 
Ranke, on the other hand, how tenderly does he treat the 
Jesuits, some of whom he classes beside the Reformers; how 
c(»lly he traces the progress of the Catholic re-actions; with 
what satisfa(^on almost he records that Protestantism has come 
to a stand-still, forgetting or ignoring the facts that, although as 
a proscK-tising power nearly stationary- in Europe, it is advanc- 
ing ^ a i^sionary power in every- other part of the globe; that, 
^ the pnncipal element of British progress, its torch is leading 
tnc great march of general ch-ilisation; that, in its rudest 
Shape, as “ Protestantism protesting against itself,” it has of 
late begun to heave in revolution every country- and throne on 
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the continent; and that even to hint a doubt as to the ultimate 
result of its struggle with Poperj’’, is an act of treachery and 
cowardice, and betrays an ignorance of its true nature and 
pretensions. In all his later papers, Macaulay talks as if Popery 
and Protestantism were modifications of one system, instead of 
bemg opposed, as light is to darkness, inertia to progress, deceit 
to truth, God to the devil. And while considering the attempts 
of such men as Macaulay to fritter away to nothing the distinc- 
tions beUveen God’s creed and the devil’s creed, we are tempted 
to use the language of the prophet, “ Woe to them who put 
darkness for light and light for darkness, bitter for sweet and 
sweet for bitter, evil for good and good for evil.” The contest 
beUveen Popery and Protestantism is no scuffle in the dark 
behveen detachments of the same army; it is a deadly fight 
between deadly foes, carried on in one compartment of that 
field, the world, where the powers of light and darkness have 
been waging for ages their ever-deepening, ever-widening, but 
not for a moment dubious engagement. 

Protestantism at a stand-still! Neither as a statement of 
the facts at the time the paper \vas written, nor as a prophecy 
of what has occurred since, is this assertion of any value. It is 
true that nations do not of late change their creeds as indi- 
viduals their cloaks. Islands are not now converted, as of yore, 
by the “ yellow stick ” of a Protestant proprietor (see Dr. 
Johnson’s Tour to the Hebrides). Protestantism has, like many 
a strong tide, been rolled back again and again in its progress. 
Catholicism, on the other hand, has had, and has at this hour, 
spasmodic revivals, sudden flushes, like the colours of the dying 
dolphin. She is dying hard. Nor can she fully expire till the 
brightness of Christ’s coming surprise, and the “ breath of his 
mouth ” consume, her. But, apart from this, we think it diffi- 
cult for a candid and true-telling observer to shut his eyes to 
the fact of a slow, steady, cumulative advance on the part of 
Protestantism — often, repulsed, sometimes driven fiercely back, 
but always returning to the charge, and gaining sure and 
gradual ground with the wave of each successive generation, 
^at, after all, has she lost? At her birth, she was hailed by 
literature and science: they — on the points, at least, in which 
she difiers from Popery — are on her side still. Her infant arm 
lifted the printing press, the mariner’s compass, and the tele- 
scope. She holds them now with a stronger grasp than ever. 
She rent then the shroud from the Bible, and she still defies the 
Catholic world to repair the rent. In Britain and the United 
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States, and the great rising colonies of the South, and in the 
stronger half of Germany, she possesses the real keys of the 
intellectual world — ^keys more powerful than those fabled ones 
which clank at the side of Peter. In our own country, she, not 
long ago, with almost a superfluous expenditure of power and 
wrath, repelled the insolence of Papal aggression. One thing 
only does she want to complete the strength and dignity of her 
attitude, that is, not to become more Popish, but to become 
more Protestant. Without sacrificing her Bible or the leading 
principles of her creeds, without yielding to the raving scejj- 
ticisms of the day, she might and must accommodate her spirit 
and language to those of the age; she might in many points 
abridge and modify her articles of faith; she might and must 
get rid of the wretched incrustations of Paganism and Popery 
which are still around her — ^become, in short, that New Pro- 
testantism for which Milton’s spirit long ago sighed, which 
alone can attract and detain before the Lord the young and the 
gifted of the age, and be thus prepared, as the “ Bride, the 
Lamb’s Wife,” for welcoming her Husband, when he descends 
to the Universal Bridal, And then, like Milton’s eagle, shall 
this young and puissant Protestantism rise above the fogs of 
scepticism, and the purple mists of Rome, and mate her stern 
and starry eye with the unearthly and far-streaming glory 
attending the steps of Him “ who shall come, mil come, and 
will not tarry.” 

In his papers on Byron and Johnson, we find his enthusiasm 
wondrously subdued and united to an artistic self-command, a 
self-consciousness, an elaborate wit, a bitter sarcasm, and a 
tone of sociely, not to be found in his first paper. With the 
exception of his papers on Madame D’Arblay and Addison, they 
are the last of his purely literary articles. Before he wote 
them, he had entered parliament, and there is in both a great 
deal of the clever parliamentary reply. The elaborate care- 
lessness of the papers on BjTon is wonderful. Never was art 
more artificially concealed. Never did a deliberate and oil- 
smelling production seem so like an impromptu. Done in the 
sweat of his brow, it yet reads like a private letter. Its simplest- 
seeming sentences have probably cost him most trouble. Such 
are a “ poor lord and a handsome cripple.” “ Lord Byron’s 
system had two great commandments, to hale your neighbour, 
and to love your neighbour's wife." How cool such fledglings 
sceml and yet tliey were probably hatched with great care, 
and amid considerable heat. . His character of Byron is a long 
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antithesis, and might, had it been done into rhyme, have figured 
well in Pope’s Moral Epistles. Bits of blame and pats of 
praise are distributed with exemplary equality. But, to apply 
his own words, “ it is not the business of the critic to exliibit 
characters in this sharp, antithetical ^^'ay.” It is his business 
rather to show us the true nature of the man at once, by a 
wnged word or a simple sentence, or in a figure “ piercing to 
the dividing asunder of his soul and spirit.” Had he spoken of 
Byron’s aimless earnestness, his unprincipled and ill-managed 
power, his union of generosit}' and selfishness, his strong religious 
tendencies, connected with an utter want of definite religious or 
even irreligious opinions, or hinted at the dark germ of derange- 
ment which "STOS working all along in his bosom, he had, in a 
sentence, helped us to a distincter ^^ew of the poet’s character, 
than by his whole seventeen pages of vague and unmingled 
brilliancy. As it is, he accounts for Byron’s matchless misery 
from his bad education, the loss of his first love, the nervous- 
ness of dissipation; from ever)' cause save the deepest of all — 
the want of habitual intercourse with the Father of Spirits, 
Byron was miserable, because he felt himself an orphan, a 
sunbeam cut off from his source, “ wthout hope, and \vithout 
God in the world.” But how Puritanical would any statement 
like this have looked in the eyes of the Reform Club, or of the 
splendid circles of Holland House ! 

To Boswell and Johnson, he is, we think, unjust, in various 
measures. Boswell, in his relation to Johnson, was one of the 
most sincere and remarkable of men. Used like a sjjaniel by 
his idol; now caressed contemptuously, and now fiercely 
spumed; laughed at by his friends and by the world for his 
attachment to Johnson, he remained true to him to tlie last, 
and has suffered for it after as well as before death, and nowhere 
more severely than at Macaulay’s hands. To worship was the 
master instinct of his being, and he could no more avoid follow- 
ing it, than can the moon escape the gravitation of the earth. 
His conduct was the finer, from the contrast it presented to the 
selfish and infidel habits of the eighteenth century. Boswell 
had a god — Johnson; but Voltaire and Hume had none, except 
themselves or their callous theories. Boswell, in short, seems 
to us the first crude curdling of the future Hero-worshipper, as 
the alchemist was the rude forerunner of the genuine chemist. 
Nor were his talents so contemptible as Macaulay alleges. He 
was undoubtedly a clever and cultivated man. And the power 
to which he principally pretended, that of appreciation, he 
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possessed in a very large degree. He saw Johnson as few even 
since have seen him; he gave him, during his life, an ante-past 
of the praise of future ages, and he added one important item 
to his claims for immortality. Boswell’s Life, according to 
many, is Johnson’s greatest work; according to all, it is otw of 
his best. Nay, we cannot but fancy that Macaulay originally 
possessed a great deal of the better element of Boswell, as his 
Milton testifies, and that to clear himself of the suspicion of 
being a Boswell of a bigger size, he has shed the blood of his 
own spiritual father. 

Scarcely less unjust is he to Johnson himself, who, had he 
been alive, would certainly have turned him on the spit of one 
of his rolling periods before the slow, grim blaze of his manly 
indignation. “ What is your opinion. Dr. J,, of Thomas 
Babington Macaulay ? ” — “ Sir, the dog has some gifts and 
accomplishments, but he is a Whig, a vile Whig, a trimmer, 
sir, who would have acted as laureate to King George and the 
Pretender at the same time. Sir, he would have written a 
panegyric on the Pretender, on the steam of the sack which the 
king had just sent in at h^ door.” — “ Isn’t he something like 
Burke, sir? ” — “ No, sir; Macaulay, sir, has not breath to blow 
the bellows to Burke’s fire. As Goldy would say, he has 
Burke’s ‘ tongue,’ but without ‘ the garnish ’ of his ‘ brains.’ ” 
— “ What think you of his style, sir? ” — “ It is mine, sir, docked, 
yet the dog turns round, and abuses the suit of clothes he has 
not only stolen, but mangled down, sir, to his own stature.” — 
“ Doesn’t he know a great deal, sir? Yes, sir, facts, not 
principles; he has millions of farthings, but few guineas, and 
no bank-bills; he is like a school-boy, who knows all the birds’ 
nests in the parish, but can neither fly, nor lay an egg, sir, nor 
even incubate to life the deposits of others.” — “ What think 
you of his religious creed, sir? ” — “ Why, sir, it is that of one 
who prefers God to the devil, because he is in, and not because 
he ought to be in, and who is full of saving clauses lest the 
tables should one day be turned, and the New Premier prove 
somewhat absolute. He has no creed, sir, only a new credibility 
of God and the gospels, sir.” — “ Isn’t he descended from your 
old friend, Miss Macaulay, sir? ” — “ Too-too-too, sir, not from 
surely, sir. His grandfather was a minister in 
the Hebrides, and probably had the second sight, which he has 
not left to his descendant, any more than old Zachary left him 
his religion, sir.” 

Dr. Johnson’s merit, according to Macaulay, has now 
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slirivelled up into his “ careless table-talk.” His \vritings have 
little merit. His criticisms on Shakspere and Hilton are 
“ vTetched.” He knew nothing of the “ genus, man — only 
of the species, Londoner.” His style is “ systematically 
vicious,” His mannerism is “ sustained only with constant 
effort.” His “big words are wasted on litrie things.” His 
prejudices and intellectual faults, too, are magnified by being 
tom from their context, and set up in cluster upon one pillor)^ 
Thus complacently does he try to “ write down ” old Sam as an 
ass. The attempt is as insolent as we hope to show it to be 
vam. Now, first, his table-talk was not “ careless.” It was the 
very sweat of his mind. In all good society he “ talked his 
best.” Secondly, it has discovered no new powers in Johnson’s 
mmd, although it has revealed new weaknesses. It has increased 
our notion of his variety, shrewdness, and readiness of retort, 
but not of his power, eloquence, and deep-hearted sincerity of 
na^re. Thirdly, with regard to the prejudices and failings of 
this mighty man of valour, we ought to remember his time, his 
trainmg, the dark disease which, like the leprosy in an ancient 
house, sent a stream of misery and embryotic madness through- 
out aU the portico'es of his splendour, and all the columns of his 
strength — ^polluted every door, and looked out at every \vindow 
— ^to remember that, strong and rock-founded that house must 
have been, to contain unbroken such a fearful guest — and to 
remember, in fine, that he is a poor forester who judges of an 
oak by its gnarled knots — and a petty astronomer who weighs 
the spots against the body of the sun. Fourthly, that his 
criticisms on Sh^pere and Milton do not bring out the minor 
beauties, the more delicate shades, the subtler meanings, of our 
two great national poets, is admitted. Johnson's mental, like 
his bodily, eye saw only tall cliffs, wide fields, bold mountains, 
broad outlines — it was not conversant with details or minute 
varieties. But who has spoken better of the more general and 
palpable qualities of Shakspere, or of Paradise Lost — the pyramid 
of Milton’s handiwork? It he found to surpass even his o^vn 
Brobdignagian stature, and looking up to it in reverence, he 
had little leisure to mark the subordinate buildings on which 
Milton had slowly piled up its proud pinnacle. He is accused 
of not praising “ The Castle of Indolence ” very warmly, but he 
gives its author, and his far better poem, “ The Seasons,” their 
Ml meed. He called “ Gray a barren rascal, and Churchill a 
blockhead; ” but, if Mr. Macaulay had, as at other times, chosen 
to translate these expressions out of Johnsonese into plain 
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English, they had just meant the truth — this, namely, that 
Gray’s genius was not so prolific as his learning was extensive, 
that Churchill was not so good as he was able, and not so 
able as many thought. He has, indeed, admitted many stupid 
fellows into his Lives of the Poets ; but, as he said he would, he 
has, in AiV own way, “ told us that they were blockheads.” In 
fact, his real offence, as a critic, in the eyes of many, is what, 
with us, is a merit. Himself a sincerely honest and pious man, 
an intense hater of humbug, of deceit, of brazen-faced infidelity, 
of twaddling sentimentalism, of the cant of virtue, and of the 
cant of vice, he has unsparingly exposed such offences wherever 
he found them, and many who cry out about his critical, have, 
in fact, taken fright at his moral, severity. Fifthly, as to the 
faults and mannerism of his style, we are not “ careful to answer 
in this matter,” least of all, in reply to the leading mannerist 
of this century. Johnson’s is the mannerism of a left-handed 
giant. He throws awkwardly, but he throws stones which 
Macaulay could not lift. To say that he “ sustains his style by 
constant effort,” is simply untrue. It is notorious that the 
most sounding papers in The Rambler were written at a sitting, 
and currenie calamo. He had but to dip his pen in ink, and 
there flowed out a current of thought and language, wide and 
voluminous as the Ganges in flood. We own our wrath always 
kindles when we hear others besides Macaulay preferring 
Addison to Johnson. We are not blind, as our former paper 
testifies, to his timid beauties, his mimitable irony, slight and 
withering as the smile of a scornful angel, his languid graces, 
the elegant negligence of his costume, his sweet-blooded and 
subtle humour, or his graver powers of contemplation and 
pathos; but there is tlus important difference in Johnson’s 
favour: — Addison is chiefly a mirror; Johnson is a native 
mind. Addison reflects back — ^man and nature; Johnson is a 
thinker, penetrating into both. Addison’s discussions and 
philosophising, even when just, are feeble; Johnson’s, even 
when erroneous, are always strong. Witness the papers on the 
Paradise Lost hy the one, and the Lives of the Poets by the other 
a work which, rvith all its faults, is the most masculine and 
massive body of criticism in the English tongue. Addison’s 
may be called almost a female mind of exquisite calibre; John- 
^ ^ ^ Anak, from the rough 

ca^, but with a heart touched, and a brow radiant with the 
in uence and light of heaven. We base, indeed, our deepest 
admiration of this great man on his moral and religious qualities. 
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We are never weary of thinking of his sterling honesty, his- 
rugged integrity, his fearlessness of consequences, his untaught 
dignity, his generous sympatliics for all real sorrows, his bene- 
volence — bear-like in its external manifestations, lamb-like in 
its heart — the depth and profundity of his spiritual convictions,- 
the tenderness of his conscience, the firmness with whicli he' 
clung to Christianity, in a low and infidel age, “ faithful found 
among the faithless,” his habitual fear of God — ^yea, we are not 
"soon weary of admiring the rim of righteous anger which sur- 
rounded him at times — the severity of his occasional judgments, 
the fury of his assaults upon impostors of all sorts ; and we can 
even bear with his sturdy prejudices, the errors of his tempera- 
ment, the h^ty verdicts of his excited conversation, his political 
and religious bigotries, and the rough usage he often gave to his 
friends and worshippers. These, like the scare of scrofula upon 
his cheek, are not beautiful, but they are Ms, and if they injure 
the grace of his aspect, they neither take a cubit from his intel- 
lectual stature, nor damp the vehement, though irregular flame 
of benevolence, sincerity, manhood, and piety, which burned in 
his heart. Would to God that some similar giant were now to 
tower up suddenly above the crowd of our sciolists, sceptics, 
and^ smdl poets, and rebuke them into sense, modesty, and 
Christianity again! Johnson was too decidedly an honest, 
fearless, and brawny original for Macaulay’s handling. He suc- 
ceeds far better in depicting the splendid clap-trap of Chatham, 
the gimcrack ingenuity and polished malice of Horace Walpole, 
the manners-painting force of Madame D’Arblay, and the cul- 
tured common sense and elaborate eloquence of Sir James 
Macintosh. He succeeds better still in crushing the wasp 
Croker, sting, wings, bag of venom, and all, by one nervous 
grasp of his strong, hot hand, or in clapping into air, amid mimic 
thunder, the empty paper-bags of some of our modem poets. 

As Macaulay’s series of papers went on, it became manifest 
that he was gradually diverging from the flowery fields of 
literature, and turning towards the more diflicult and less fre- 
quented heights of history. His “ Machiavelli,” “ Burleigh,” 
'‘.Chatham,’’ “ Temple,” and “ Lord Clive,” were all, in reality, 
historical chapters — the antennse of coming historical works. 
Of such, by far the ablest and most brilliant is the article on 
‘ Warren Hastings.” Indeed, we find in it, as in a microcosm, 
all the qualities, positive and negative, since more largely dis- 
played in his History of England. These are intimate acquaint- 
ance, not only with the leading events, but with the minutise. 
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the gossip, the family history, and the floating scandal of the 
period; intense sympathy with the -personnel of his heroes — a 
partiality for certain characters amounting to favouritism — a 
hatred for others amounting to fury — immense power of painting 
traits in character, and scenes in historic life — an inferior gift of 
describing nature — frequent, cool, and refreshing literary allu- 
sions, blowing like breezes across the otherwise arid or blood- 
dried pages of his tale — Whig zeal and religious indififerentism, 
both indiflerently concealed — an occasional negligence of style 
more highly flnished in reality than the most swelling of his 
paragraphs — great and laboured passages, reminding you of 
historical paintmgs, and reUeved by surrounding etchings of 
familiar life — a perpetual consciousness of himself, and of the 
artistic nature of his task, which seldom permits any s*pontaneous 
betrayal of emotion, and makes even his enthusiasm seem cold, 
as the hair of a sculptured Mcenad — something of the interest 
and simplicity of Hume, along with the richer tints of Robertson, 
and the gorgeous description of Gibbon — all , the quahties of a 
good novel, added to some of those of an ideal history- — these 
are the leading peculiarities alike of his historical papers, such 
^ “ Hastings,” and of his England, and they constitute him 
a historian ^ter this age’s own heart. 

Admitting right cordially the exceeding interest and graphic 
power of the paper on Hastings, there are one or two points on 
which we must differ. We find in it evidences of that infirmity 
of trimming and balancing which so easily besets our author. 
We certainly do not think that Warren Hastings was a monster. 
Monsters in the moral world are still rarer than monsters in the 
natural; but, if the half of what Burke said, and the whole of 
what even Macaulay says against him be true, he must have 
been one of the worst characters in history. If seduction, 
perfidy, cruelty, greed, murder, both retail and wholesale, 
implacable revenge, and insatiable ambition, with a hundred 
smaller iterns of falsehood and corruption, are to be screened 
L^’’ success, it is time that the Ten Commandments were burned, 
the Sermon on the Mount buried, and the laws of nations and 
of nature repealed. Either he was one of the worst or one of the 
most maligned of men. Macaulay takes neither view; but 
bebyeen admiration of Hastings’ abilities, and anger at some 
of his actions — reverence for Burke, and pity for the accused — 
sympathy with the oppressed people of India, and wonder at 
we splendid edifice of empire which was based on their blood— 
c imself hangs, and he suspends his readers in a state of 
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equilibrium which becomes half-painful and half-ludicrous, and 
tempts you at last to exdaira, “ \^Tiat would you have us to 
think of this man, after all ? Was he a wise governor, or a cruel 
and unmanly oppressor? Shall we bless, or shall we ban him? 
Shall he sit in the synod of the gods, or, where Burke would 
have placed him, in that part of the Indian Pantheon where 
dwell the horrid deities who preside over small-pox and murder, 
and who, like the tremendous Three in the Ctirse of Kcliama, 
expecting the coming of the ‘ Man Almighty,’ might be con- 
ceived to wait impatiently for his advent, ‘ having been found 
worthy ’ to sit beside them on a burning throne ? ” 

There is anotlier point on which we crave a word: it is on the 
authorship of the Letters of Junitts. This Macaulay, somewhat 
dogmatically,' attributes entirely to Sir Philip Francis, although 
there is much internal e\ndence to prove him incapable of their 
better portions. The -mere mechanism of their composition, 
the curt style, the fierceness and occasional malignity of their 
spirit, he could have supplied, but the profounder touches of 
satire, the strong clearness of diction, the high, almost super- 
human scorn which so often inspirits them, the frequent gleams 
of deep political sagacity, and the figures, sparing in number, 
but breathing an intense poetical spirit — all point to the darker 
moods and Ae fretted and gall-dipped pen of Edmund Burke. 
We do not mean that he v'as their sole or chief author, but that 
to subtle genius had its share in their conception, even as it 
had in some of Barr^^’s pictures and Re^molds’s discourses ; and 
that he drew many of their sharpest and finest strokes, seems 
to us certain, and to some others, too, who can recognise that 
Roman hand,” and who know that its versatility was equal 
to its power. Burke notoriously was in the secret^ of their 
au&orship. He was, according to Johnson, the only man 
hving equal to their composition. And as to style neither he 
nor Junius were consistent in it. Junius had three different 
styles — that of his priTOte notes to Woodfall — that of his 
hasty letters, such as his first to Home Tooke — and that of his 
more elaborate epistles. Burke, too, strange to say, had three 
styles — ^his plain style, as of his charges against Hastings — ^his 
imddle style, as of his Sublime and Beautiful, and Thoughts on 
w Present Discontents — and his ornate and poetical style, as in 
^ French Fevolution, and his Regicide Peace. There are, 
besides, passages and clauses in Junius which we are as sure 
'"’ere Burke’s, as if we had seen him write, or dictate, or inter- 

' See Prior’s Burke, VoL i 
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line them. Take one, “the melancholy madness of genius 
Tsdthout the inspiration.” Burke once said to Boswell, about 
Herbert Croft, “ He has the contortions of the sibyl uithaul 
the inspircdiony Of another we may say (accommodating 
Macaulay’s language on another occasion), “Aut Burke ant 
Diabolus.” It is in reference to Wilkes : “ The gentle breath 
of peace will leave him on the surface, unruSed and unremoved. 
It is only the tempest that lifts him from his place.” We could 
add a htmdred more. On the whole, were we on a jury to try 
the question as to the authorship of Junius, we should be com- 
pelled, between the conflicting forces of the external and the 
internal evidences, to return a verdict against “ Edmund Burke, 
Philip Francis, and other person or persons unknoion” 

Ae suior ultra crepidam, is a proverb so commonplace, as to 
require an apology for its repetition. And yet we cannot 
remember anything more appropriate to the light in which we 
are now to regard the subject of this sketch, in connection with 
his paper on Lord Bacon — ^which is, ilacaulav the Thinker, 
To use his own illustration, “ H an n ibal at Waterloo, or Wellington 
at Platsea,” were not more thoroughly out of place than Ifacaulay 
“ found ” in the dificult region of intellectual thought — a region 
which he knows not fully, has seldom visited, hac visited not in 
the choicest society, and where he has ne%'er yet, we suspect, 
spent a night, the glooms and the grandeurs of which are alike 
uimppreciated by his strong but unimaainative and uninstinctive 
spirit. 

Had we for^een that Macaulay meant so far to compromiss 
his reputation as to write a paper on a pnrelv philosophical 
subjert, we should have put in a previous protest, based on the 
xollowing grounds: — First, in all other writinas he gives no 

evidence of possessing the elements of a genuine thinker. He 
^nks in facts, not in figures or symbols. He estimates sfl 
dungs by their snarp edges, not by their solid balks or their 
ideal shadows. He looks at them not as they are, but as they 
seem to him, or to the mirror from which he hag caught their 
shape. The term absolute (except in its political sense, us 
connected with “absolute power!”) has to him little or no 
meaning. He has an outer eye of much scope and clearness, 
but h:s inner eye is midnight. We dare any of his admirers to 
sentence of his wntiags containing in it a new truth, 
Ci^ed m a new image — “ an apple of gold in a picture of silver.'’ 

y physics, he has some distinct idea — of poetic meta- 

P- > sics, none whatever. Xor has he given htmcelf that phuo- 
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sophic culture and training which would qualify him for sound- 
ing metaphysical deptlis. With all his vast knowledge, it is 
clear to us that he has only run across the surface of philosophy, 
and studied it rather as a historian, than as a profound critic 
of ite various systems and schools. Nor has his temperament 
or his heart ever urged him on to very earnest personal inquiry 
into the grounds of belief or leading principles of thought. 
Easily satisfied himself, he has been unable to give satisfaction 
or even suggestive hints to earnest and anxious inquirers. The 
profound thinker is either decidedly religious in his tempera- 
ment and views, or decidedly the reverse. Macaulay is neither. 
And hence, while he speaks on historical matters with authority 
and power, on all abstract questions he exhibits the feebleness 
ivithout the modesty of a child. The voice and manner are 
those of a master, but the matter and spirit are those of an 
inapt and forward scholar. 

Lord Bacon was a subject, certainly, more than worthy of all 
the powers of the author. The apparent contradictions in his 
cWacter, the singular and humiliating events of his history, 
his position as the leader of a wide intellectual movement, his 
achievements as the broad-browed parent of modem method — 
the width of his mind, which reminds you of the first rude maps 
of the globe, where the breadth and the blunders are alike 
enonnous — ^the oriental wealth and splendour of his fancy, 
recalling to you Solomon “ speaking of trees, from the cedar 
to the hyssop,” and issuing proverbs by the thousand — the 
proud, positive results which have sprung from bis system have 
combined to render the woolsack on which sat he whom the 
poet calls 

The greatest, wisest, meanest of mankind, 

more interesting and more magnificent in many men’s view 
thto the thrones of “ Ormus or of Ind,” and to make them 
think of an angel seated on a planet, and looking down in 
supreme dominion upon the subjected provinces of a universal 
intellectual empire. 

To grapple with such a mind and character was a noble task, 
and Macaulay has undoubtedly brought to it all the resources 
of his knowiedge, the strength of his ingenuity, and the energies 
of his st)ie. But he has at the same time exposed himself 
to certain grave charges, into the proof of whicli w'e must now 
shortly enter. 

Now, first, as in reference to Hastings and other equivocal 
characters, he has not painted Bacon well as a whole. He 
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has set the apparently contradictory parts of his character in 
violent and antithetical opposition to each other — opposition 
so violent as to produce a monstrous effect; he has not seen 
or shown to us any principle accounting for and uni^ung the 
whole. God does not make men on &e plan of antithesis. 
Pterodactyles and aU such contradictions of chaos are long 
extinct. Inconsistencies, of course, there are in aU characters: 
but where a character is hollow and false, the intellectual power 
must be partially vitiated, and where the heart is extinct, the 
mind must have its flaws and feebleness too. Had Bacon been 
the “ greatest,” he never could have been the “ meanest ” of 
mankind. The charges which Macaulay so ably and unanswer- 
ably mges against his morale teU, in some measure, against his 
method of investigating truth. \\Tio, if we may accommodate 
Scripture language, “ can bring a warm system out of a cold 
nature, a true creed out of a false heart? ” No, not one! 

There never was any such mis-creation as a greai bad man, 
although wonderful and extraordinary villains have abounded. 
A really great man cannot be bad — a bad man cannot be really, 
great Prove the greatness, and you disprove the badness — 
or prove the badness, and you shatter down the greatness. -A- 
great man may be defined as one living under a lofty ideal, and 
having power in part to realise it But the presence of a 
lofty ideal proves the absence of systematic and cold-blooded 
depravity, of abject mea nn ess, of cowardice, cruelty, or false- 
hood. All true greatness is more or less moral. The highest 
cherub is also the purest seraph. The player Shakspere was 
an infimtely better and greater man than the Chancellor Bacon, 
and would have died rather than have committed one of his 
idler deeds, or handled one piece of his unclean gold. The philo- 
sophers of Greece, whom Macaulay would crush under Bacon’s 
feet, had many faults, but not the worst of them cuts such a 
disgraceful and contemptible figure as he ; and does this furnish 
no -prestige in favour of their intuitive and transcendental 

method? 

The extraordinarv- and able men of no principle or heart, 
who abound in the histor}" of the world, remind us of busts 

all brow and no heart. They are the incarnations of mere 
understanding — ^having neither, if we may use Kant’s language, 
the pure reason, which perceives the absolute as exbtence — nor 
the practical reason, which discerns it as moral law. The great 
are composed of a combination, more or less varied in its pro- 
portions, of the pure reason, the logical understanding, the 
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practical reason, and the imaginative sjnnpathy. They are the 
composites, although the combination is definite, not contra- 
dictoiy. Whereas, the merely extraordinary man has the simple 
positive of understanding, added to a copious list of negatives. 
To this Bacon united the gift of a munificent fancy, not to speak 
of his multifarious knowledge and acquirements. 

But, secondly, and chiefly, we charge Macaulay mth greatly 
overrating Lord Bacon’s philosophy, and with underrating, at 
the same time, the philosophies which preceded him. And here 
we mean out of his o'wn mouth to condemn him. Now, to pursue 
him down his paper scriaim, we find him, as to the aim or end 
of the two philosophies, admitting, that while Bacon’s sought 
solely the “ relief of man’s estate,” that of the ancients aimed 
at “ moral perfection.” In other words, Bacon professed to 
cure corns, and Plato to heal consciences. Bacon wished to 
teach men to make better ships, or, as Macaulay has it, “ better 
shoes; ” and Plato to teach them to have nobler and happier 
souls. Bacon sought “ fruit,” perhaps ingrafted on rotten 
toees; whereas Plato and his school sought, although with 
imperfect success, to make the root of the tree sound, and its 
circulating sap pure. Bacon sought to make men better citizens 
of tius hollow world; Plato to prepare them for the “ City of 
— the everlasting mansions of the true, the spiritual, and 
the happy. How significant that Bacon died, in consequence of 
seeking to stuff a fowl with snow — an apt emblem of the coldness 
and comparative pettiness of his method, and rather a striking 
too, of the manner in which his ablest modern panegyrist 
has sought to embalm a cowardly nature in elegant, elaborate, 
and icy praise. 

Although with imperfect success.” These words will be 
seized on by the Baconian, and turned against us. But, first, 
We intend, ere we close, to show that the success of Bacon’s 
method has been exaggerated ; secondly, we remember the words, 
in great attempts ’tis glorious even to jail ; ” thirdly, to Plato 
find his direct or indirect influence, we may attribute all the 
JJiere philosophic spiritualism of the cultivated world — which, 
while ‘‘far bcloxo the good, is far above the great;” fourthly, 
^atonism vas the herald of Christianity, and its failure lay in 
the v’ant of some elements which Christianity supplied — namely, 
n perfect model, a supernatural power, and a permanent divine 
influence; fifthly, on the grounds on which Macaulay claims 
supenont}' to Bacon over the Platonic school, we might claim 
supenorit)' for a tailor over Bacon or Plato either. But we may 
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leave the details of this startling preference, although Icgih- 
inately dsdncible from our author’s premises, to the imagination 
of our readers. And, sixthl}^, he forgets, or overshoots while 
remembering, the fact, that he is talking of the aim of the two 
systems, and not at this point of their actual results. To make 
man better may not be so practicable as to improve the strops 
of his razors, but surely even at the first blush it is a lopitf 
attempt. 

But, according to Macaulay, contradicting old Seneca, “ the 
first shoemaker was a greater philosopher than Seneca himself. 
Had he said the “ first maker of a foot,” he would have been 
nearer the mark. Neither Seneca nor the aboriginal shoemaker 
strikes us as a very wonderful philosopher. Both only shaped 
out the ideal of greater artists, the one imperfectly that of 
the Plato, the Pythagoras, and the Zeno, who saw the v^t 
superiority of the soul to the body, of the next life to this, 
and the other of that plastic power, which, in forming a foot, 
silently bade man, while he covered its nakedness, to emulate 
its symmetry and copy its curve. But dare Macaulay expect 
sympathy when den}dng Seneca’s assertion that “ philosophy 
Ites deeper than inventing transparent windows, tubes for diffus- 
ing warmth, or shorthand?” Judging by this statement, we 
should prefer Seneca as an expounder of the ideal philosophy, 
to Macaulay as an illustrator of the utilitarian. We are certain 
that the ” three books on Anger,” contain nothing so contemp- 
tible as the preference he gives, by implication, to ” the maj* 
who teaches us to use our hands,” over him “ whose object is 
to form our souls.” Not in the pages of Combe, or Robert 
Chambers, or of that Benthamite school which Macaulay him- 
self once assaulted, do we remember anything so grossly absurd, 
or which more helplessly sacrifices the unhappy cause committed 
to his advocac)% 

^^^latl a shorthand miter equal to a philosopher or a great 
orator Woodfall above Burke, Gurney above Canning, or 
Macaulay seated at Highgate, and drinking in Coleridge’s 
inspired accents, equal to the “ old man eloquent.” And yet, 
such abject trash, when printed in the Edinburgh Review, or 
republished by the “ Historian of England,” must gain un- 
challenged acceptance, and require this humble pen to dash it 
into exposure and contempt. 

In the paragraph which follows, he throws out insinuations 
a^^inst Seneca’s character, which require only two remarks. 
.I'lrst, Seneca is no more to be taken as a fair type of the Platonic 
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philosophy, thon Kmcrsnn of thr systrin of iMrhto, or Cotnhc 
of Ih nthnniisn). IK- ■.v.is thr h-ini tiro;; of n Stoic, and the Stoic 
W.S only tisc stony similitndr of n I’laionist. And, srcondly, 
should nc nrcrpt this test of clur.irtrr in judyinc of Sonem’s 
system, svhni is there to proemt ns from applying it to IJacon’s, 
upon the pn’misrs Macatilay has newly laid down, namely, that 
Bacon, if hr ciii noi. like Smem. " mrdiialc rpittrammalic 
concc'iLs al>oui the evils of luxnr>- in pardons, whirl) moved 
Bic cn\y of sovcrcipns, rant about liberty, while fawninp on the 
insolent and pampcrcil freemen of a tyrant, nor celebrate the 
divine l)cauiy of virtue with the same pen which had just before 
WTiuen a defence of tfio nutrder of a mother by a son ” — never- 
theless did. and that, loo, under the liphl of Christianity in 
Its full blaxc, take hrilies for justice, till corruption's own 
brazen brow grew pale, and her iron hand trembled; suffer 
the profligate minion of a monarch to influence his most solemn 
judicial decisions ; pci~vcrt the old laws of England to the vilest 
purposes of tyranny, by “ tampering with judges, and torturing 
n prisoner," who, like the laws, was venerable, innocent, and 
old— and, lastly, become the betrayer, and the public, voluntary, 
and malignant accuser, of his own principal friend and patron? 
It IS from his hand, be sure, and not from Seneca’s, that our 
author would expect the key of nature. The two succeeding 
paragraphs contain a caricature of the objects and results of 
ancient philosophy, and their sling might easily be extended 
to all metaphysics, and to all theology'. Mr. ftfacaulay forgets 
what he had so recently slated, that one object of academical 
studies is to elevate and purify the soul — a purpose independent 
of objective results: he forgets that the fruit sought being of 
the rarest kind, and hanging on the topmost branches of the 
tree of knowledge, cannot be gathered without long labour, and 
that the maintenance of a lofty spiritualism, of an attitude of 
wonder and worship among the better minds of every' succeeding 
age, is a richer result than all the possible discoveries made under 
the Baconian method. Who would set the history' of patents 
above that of opinions? Because theologic science has not 
umiddled the my'stcry of a God, or explained the conditions or 
the localities of the future life, must the truths involved in such 
speculations, and the influences their agitation has exerted on 
the spiritual nature of man, be degraded in practical power 
below gas, the steam-engine, or the diving-bell? Are churches, 
missionary societies, great religious movements, high spiritual 
poems, and holy lives, not worthy " fruit ”? — ^and these, under 
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God, we in this nineteenth century owe, not to the school of 
Bacon, but to that combination of the philosophy of Plato, and 
the divine teaching and working of Jesus, which constitutes tlie 
only theology, whether theoretic or practical, deserving the name 
— the theology of Taylor, Howe, Molton, and Coleridge. 

The Baconian philosophy bears flowers and fruits in great 
abundance — and every year; but the. deep thought of the 
ancient Greek mind, informed and warmed by the super- 
natural Sun of Christianity, like the aloe, brings forth, at long 
intervals, its precious blossoms, of whidi you may say with 
the poet — when you contrast them with more short-lived and 
earthy productions — “ one blossom of Eden outblooms them 
all,” and the fruit of which is everlasting. For why? Bacon 
sowed the thin soil of the finite and the present ; Plato the deep 
loam of the permanent and the infinite. Bacon expected and 
received the return of an early crop of material results; Plato s 
harvest lay in the slow yield of souls. Now the things seen 
are temporal, but the things unseen are eternal.” 

Macaulay next expresses a disappointed hope in the “ Epicu- 
reans.” They were, according to him, mutilated utihtari^' 
It was even wonderful that “ Epicurus’ style did not breed a 
Bacon . They approached the true and sensible notion 0 
thmgs, in “ referring all happiness to bodily pleasure, and all 
evil to bodily pain.” But, like the gods in whom they were 
said to believe, they were lazy, and preferred lolling in the ^uu 
to constructing Novum Organons. Our notion of their sense 
is increased by this. If all happiness lies in bodily pleasure, an 
^ evil in bodily pain, it may be a question if it be not our 
streng^ to sit still ” to take the good the gods provide us, 
or to drink our hemlock in silence, instead of moving heaven 
and earth, and convulsing the spheres, in order to wheel rouo 
to our feet new varieties of the same mixed and eternal meal- 
It was reserved for Macaulav to trace the proud Baconian Tree, 
which some compare to the tree of Life, with its “ many manner 
of fruits, and its leaves for the healing of the nations,” ® 
rejected aeom from the trough of Epiemus. 

that an infection of despondency seemed to lie upon other 
Shapes of the Grecian philosophy besides the Epicurean, 
^Mtcd to their detractor. But he has not pointed out the 
^ment which_ would have dissipated this gloom. That 
^nnstiamty with its supernatural discoveries of the immortal'ty 
? if intimate relations to God-and of the God-Man 

r. Tlic ancient philosophers saw the necessities an 
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cravings of man’s immortal nature; they felt that to seek to 
supply these by temporal comforts were as insulting and absurd 
as to give rich food to a raging fever; they felt, some of them, 
that one great want of man was an Incarnation of the Godhead, 
and they had even a hope of his appearance — saw in some 
measure his “ day afar off, and were glad,” but it was only a dim 
prospect, after all, and they lived not to see the culmination of 
their systems, and the completion of their desires, in the divine 
Carpenter of Nazareth. Hence, their systems have an imperfect 
aspect — ^like the Sphirvx or the Tower of Babel — and, because 
only half-finished, have been treated as ruins. But to call their 
despondency " contented ” is unjust. If they sought moral 
perfection, and sought it sincerely, but found it not, how could 
they remain contented? Is even the maniac who tries to leap 
to the moon contented with his fall? On the contrary, the 
Baconian philosophy having made its bow to Christianity, and 
derived from it something of its liberal and unfettered spirit, 
has too often proceeded in its investigations to ignore its exist- 
ence, or to treat its occasional protests with impatient scorn. 

It is easy to enlarge on the errors of the schoolmen. But 
to charge these upon the ancient philosophers is as unfair as 
to confound Popery with Christianity, Scholasticism was the 
putrefaction of the old philosophy — deriving a twofold virulence 
from the coeval putrefaction of religion, or it might be termed 
the dotage and driveldora of the Grecian philosophy. But, 
though doomed to dote, that glorious tiring was not doomed to 
die. In spite of Macaulay’s paean over its fall, it is ahve and in 
full vigour still, and, surviving Bacon’s system, may merge, like 
the Morning Star, only in the Sun of that divine vision which we, 
according to His promise, expect sooner or later to irradiate tire 
evening of the world. 

Hr. Macaulay, after comparing Bacon to Bonaparte — a 
comparison with trvo edges — proceeds to make the following 
extraordinary statement: — “ The object of the new philosophy 
was the good of mankind, in iJie sense in which the mass of 
mankind always understood, and will always understand, the 
word good.” Surely this gentleman was bom to be a fatal 
mend to the fame of the Baconian system. What has been 
me object or “ good ” always hitherto sought or contemplated 
by the mass of mankind? Has it not been selfish gratification, 
m one or other of its myriad forms? Alas! for Bacon and 
his philosophy, if this was their object too! And alas! for 
man, if he is never to rise to a higher purpose; and if the 
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Baconian philosophy be merely a devil’s wind to fan the sails 
of human selfishness to the end of time! Indeed, we are now 
at this point tempted to ask, if Mr, Macaulay be not, after all, 
conducting a long, insidious, and ironical argument against 
Bacon’s idea and method, after he had, in the former part of 
the paper, triumphantly demolished and trampled on his personal 
character. We defy the bitterest opponent of our English sage 
to utter a severer sentence against his system than has his 
eloquent and seemingly sincere eulogist. Poor Bacon! has he 
not fared like a man who should sit down to have his features 
copied by an artist apparently friendly, and should continue 
to smile, well pleased, while on the other side of the canvas 
there was risii^, to the time of smothered laughter, the most 
hideous of caricatures? 

But this suspicion — ^which would save the intellect at the 
expense of the honesty of the writer — ^fades away and becomes 
incredible, as we follow him a little farther. He goes on to con- 
trast the estimates Plato and Bacon have respectively formed 
of the different branches of knowledge. Plato thought that the 
“ great office of geometry was to discipline the mind, not to 
minister to the base wants of the body,” Macaulay, on the 
other hand, sneers at “ the abstract, essential, eternal truths ” 
of this_ science, but passes over the great objection to its study, 
which is, that men accustomed to mathematical evidence become 
often incapable of appreciating or receiving any other. There 
is a mist around the region of mathematics colder and denser 
than that of metaphysics; and he who finds the darkness of 
problems clear, will by and by wink and be struck blind by the 
blaze of day. But surely the idea of mathematics propounded 
by Plato is far loftier than the other — unless Meyer on Mensura- 
tion can be compared to Newton’s Principia. 

In talking of their estimates of astronomy, Macaulay grants 
that both agree in condemning the astronomy which then 
existed, and in desiderating a higher and purer; but, strange 
to say, he prefers Bacon’s “ living astronomy ” — which seems 
to have been nothing else than astrology — to Plato’s, which was 
a fine and large idealism. Bacon aspired to know the “ nature 
and the influences of the heavenly bodies as they really are; ” 
Plato, to attain to an astronomy to which the “ stars are like the 
figures which a geometrician draws on the sand — an astronomy 

iTOcpcndent of the stars.’ ” Suppose either of these imaginary 
attainable; which of the two, we ask, were the 
nobler? Suppose both visionary; which vision is the grander 
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of the two? Our common astronomy may be compared to a 
measurement of the dimensions of the human brain; Bacon’s 
to a knowledge of its relations to the body and the ner\'ous 
system; and Plato’s to the study of the mind, of which the 
brain is but the organ. The stars may be called the develop- 
ments of “God’s OwTi Head:” our common astronomers 
number them, and take their weights and sizes; Bacon wishes 
to know how they are connected with our everj^-day life and 
fortunes; Plato, to read the divine idea — the large thought 
and purpose of God — inscribed on them in legible fire. 

It seems to us that in this science we are fast approaching a 
point where we need the guidance rather of a new Plato than 
of a new Bacon or New'ton. The telescope of Lord Rosse has 
sounded our present astronomy to its real depths. Few more 
great prizes are reserved, we suspect, in that starry sea. We 
have attained the knowledge that the stars are old, that they are 
of one stuff, and that there is no visible end to tiieir numbers. 
IVhat more of any moment, in this direction, by our present 
methods, is ever likely to be reached by us ? It is like walking 
through a pine forest of vast extent and uniform aspect: a few 
miles tire and satisfy us. So now, the news of “ stars, stars, 
stars,” pouring on us in everlasting succession — all li^ each 
oAer, £dl distant, all inscrutable, and ever silent, the moral 
history of all unknowTi — produces very little effect, and the 
midnight heavens of modem astronomy become again, as to 
the eye of childhood, a mighty and terrible pageant or procession, 
the meaning and the purpose, the whither and the whence, of 
which we do not understand. And we are tempted to say to 
astronomers, as they prate of their new firmaments, and planets, 
and comets, “ We knew something like this long ago ; can ye 
not give us some light on the meaning of these distant orbs, or 
read us off some worthy lessons of moral interest from that 
ever-widening but never-clearing page? ” And to cry out to 
the stars, “ Speak as well as shine, ye glorious mutes in the halls 
of heaven ! Shed down on some selected and favoured ear the 
true meanmg of your mystic harmonies 1 Hierogl)-phics, traced 
by the finger of God on the walls of night, when shall the Daniel 
arrive to interpret you, and to tell us whether ye contain tidings 
of hope or of despair? Star-gazers have looked at you long 
enough, and mathematicians weighed and measured you; when 
shall the eye — ^the Russian eye of a true seer — ^lift itself up to 
your contemplation, and extract the heart of your mystery ? If 
not, men may soon turn away from you in disappointment, and 
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look •with as much hope on the bright foam-bells of an autumn 
ocean as on you, the froth of immensity.” 

Plato’s opinions on medicine are next brought forward against 
him; and yet in nothing do we perceive greater proof of his 
profound sagacity. True, he pushes his views to excess; but 
under the veil of his extravagant statements we see an idea 
which is gaining ground, and shall yet become universal — that 
medicine, as it began in, shall return to, surgery; that, k a 
barber was the first, he shall be the last physician ; that in a 
body, as well as in a mind diseased, the patient best ministers 
to himself; that the words, “ Physician, heal thyself,” may be 
freely rendered, “ Cure thee of quackery by ceasing to be a 
physician at all; ” and that nature, strong in her oivn resources, 
coincides with Plato in crying out, “ Throw physic to the dogs; 
I’ll none of it.” This belief, having sent on before it its imper- 
fect forerunners, of homoeopathy and hydropathy, is following 
them in full force, and in a higher form, and threatens soon to 
turn out of doors the “ Royal Academy of Physicians,” to cele- 
brate a universal jubilee — illumination at the death of quackery 
— and to bum drugs, like demons, in a blaze of consuming fire. 
Honour to old Plato for having, by one glance of his eye, seen 
the quackery of ages through, and down to its dying day. 

Grasping always at the ideals of things, Plato saw that all 
tme legislation must propound to itself a lofty end, and he pro- 
claims that end to be the “ -sdrtue of the subject.” This was the 
thought of Moses too, and the theocracy of Israel was its accom- 
plishment. It were easy to prove that it was also the idea of 
Christ, although its realisation was deferred, and he did not at 
that 'time restore the kingdom to Israel. It is certainly the 
idea of Millennial Christianity; but Mr. Macaulay scouts it as 
utopian, and prefers the line of legislation recommended by 
Bacon, and, alas I acted on by the majority of human governors, 
which has for its watchword the low word “ well-being; ” which 
acknowledges no virtues but industry and submission, and no 
God but Mammon; which is careful to regulate and derive 
revenue from stews, but never intermeddles with the education 
of souls; which tolerates every species of corruption so long as 
P''obtable, and the money derived from it does not stiiell ; 
^’’^bes the outside of the platter, whitens the sepulchre, 
and decl^ the corpse, but neglects the weightier matters of the 
law— judgment, mercy, and faith; and seeks (not in vain) to 
divorce human legislation from eternal justice. .Let the praises 
o aconian legislation be sung by mightier voices than ours — • 
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!? anarchy, the blood-red trumpets of rcvolu- 

bOHj the cries of tormented and fugitive slaves, and iiy that 
crash of all-cxistiui: povcnmicnts, which may form the first 
Vender-step of Him wjvo is to come, and who, in pronouncing 
oom against th.cm, ntay make this the conclusive charge: “ Ye 
Id Kot make it the princif'al end of your legislation to make 
men Virtuous; ye turned my father’s house into a house of 
merchandise, nay, a <icn of thieves - and ye must be scourged 
—hence ^ ^ 


An antithetical comparison is introduced between the philo- 
sophy of Plato and that of Bacon, which, as it u: short, we may 
?nntc:— “ Tlic aim of ilic Platonic philosophy was to exalt man 
mo a God; the aim of the Baconian philosophy was to provide 
an With what he requires while he continues to be man. The 
mm of tlie Platonic philosophy w,as to raise us far above ^'ulgar 
'ants; Uie aim of tlic Baconian philosophy was to supply our 
mgar wants. Tlie former aim was noble; but the latter was 
? mablc. Pl.-iio drew a good bow; but, like Acestes in Virgil, 
e aimed at tlie suars, and, therefore, though there was no want 
i or skill, the shot was thrown away. His arrow was 

n Iff' bellowed by a track of dazzling radiance, but it struck 
0 aing. Bacon fixed his eye on a mark which was placed on 
^nd within bo\v*shot, and he hit it in the white. The 
of Plato began in words, and ended in words; the 
^ Bacon began in observations, and ended in arts.” 

if r parallel on the other side of the question, which, 

nVl P°mled, is much more true. Tlie aim of the Baconian 
P iiosophy was to make the dungeon of man’s irrecoverable 
as comfortable as possible, to ventilate it well, to loose 
except tlie chains, to dcanse the floors, clear the 
cobweb.'v and to whisper the while to the bondage, 
hon thaFof t^ Platonic was to set the lawful but 

prisoner free. W’- aim of the Baconian philosophy 
natu^° riierish, expand, awcultivate the animal and intellectual 
puri/^ riiat ofWlic Platonic was to strengthen and 

hum^ . ® spiritual, which is the germ of the Godhead in 
man’s^’^'V ^jm of the Baconian philosophy was to “ supply 
wants,” and- leave him content as a sated sloth 
thoue^^l^PP^yi that of Plato was to suggest the thrilling 
and ^ instincts and wants in man which earth 

^annot satisfy, and which, with their silent uplifted 
^“Ortality. 

mi of the Baconian philosophy was, even if aitainablCf 
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not very noble — but attainable it was not, since the sensuous, as 
well as the spiritual, nature of man continually cries, Give, 
give.” Bacon’s system, although it had a “ New Atlantis,” had 
no “ Mahometan paradise ” annexed to it; the aim of Plato, 
partaking of the eternal, demands the field of the future for its 
development, and disdains the petty geographical gauges by 
which it has been hitherto tried. Plato “ aimed at the sun,” like 
Hercules of old ; but Macaulay has not, with all his “ thunder,” 
broken the “ shaft,” which is still travelling upwards with 
unabated speed in the heaven-sent breeze of Christianity, and 
shall hit that far “ white ” in due time. Bacon’s arrow has 
not pierced entirely through even his broad targe — this world. 
The “ philosophy of Bacon began in observations and ended in 
arts; ” Plato’s began in instincts, and shall end in a Daedalean 
crop of men. , / 

Macaulay comes, in fine, to the question on which he lays 
most stress — that of the results of the two philosophies, ^ On 
this point we have touched already, but must be permitted 
another word. Now, that many and wonderful results have 
sprung from the pursuit of the Baconian plan of philosophising, 
is conceded at once. But are they, after all, equal to the 
panegyrics bestowed on them? Are tliey not principally 
mechanical ? Have they made man, as a whole, much happier, 
wiser, or better? What is “ morality,” or 1“ moral obligation,” 
rithout “ groimds ” — and Bacon has, according to Macaulay, 
laid down no such grounds. He says, “ ne loved to dwell on 
the power of the Christian religion to ekect much that the 
ancient philosophers only promised.” This might have been 
only a compliment; and how easy it were L turn round and to 
say, “ the objections to the ancient philosophy you urge, may 
be urged, rith equal force, against the Christian faith — where 
do we find the moral perfection at whi(^ \i: aimed ? — ^where the 
faultless men it sought to produce pt^bd “ j; not been a sublime 
failure ? ” And so we grant it has;! admit the facts 

of a great futere, to which it points, ajntr,j/ess supernatural inter- 
vention, which it promises. And wlflrjd demand for Chris- 
we demand also for the PlatLdf 'jhilosophy. Like h, 
It has done much, but not hitherto to the infinite 

scale It has itself fixed. Yet we art'’ billing to weigh even its 
against l\Iacaulay’/<'’;jrt borate list of the re'sults 
ot the Baconian method. “ That hL lenglhenei life ” (Macaulay 
^ longer thin Methuselah !), “ mitigated 
vtihristianity has no solace in it equal to chloroform Ih 
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“ extin^islied disease5 '• (by creating new ones). incrx'ased 
the fertiliU' of the soil ” (to the benefit of the sorb eh?). ” gh\'n 
new securities to the mariner ” (the polar sfitr shone and the 
needle trenrbled before Bacon w;ts bonr). “ funiished new arms 
to the warrior (is tins a sendee to the human race ? must the 
name of Bacon be written in blood ?), “ sp;\nncd gn.'at rixa'rs and 
estuariw ndth bridges of form unknown to our fathers " (what; 
an aclue^*eraent> the rainbow is nothing to it!). " guided the 
thunderbolt innocuously from heaven to earth (shall we trenn* 
hear the last of that poor, tattered,, tcll-little kite of Fr.mkli!i\s. 
the Elijah’s mantle of modem philosophers ?). “ lighted up the 
night with the splendour of tire day ” (w.ts it not so also in the 
halls of Persepolis .and the p.alaccs of Babylon, or is all the 
glorj* of night included in gas?), “extended the nu^ge of the 
human rision, accelerated motion, .annihilated distance, faeili- 
toted intercourse,, enabled man to descend into the sea. soar 
into the air, penetrate into the noxious recesses of the earth, 
traverse the land in cars without horses : ” and so on he goes, 
like the hack orator at a Watt or Jlcchanics' Institute, through 
the wearisome round of railways, diving-bells, balloons, s;ifcty 
lamps, etc. Splendid to}^, truly! Childish things, fitting our 
present state of ad\aincemcnt. Nay, rather conductors, ]ai(l out 
and waiting for the electric influences of a better era. But to 
speak of them as ends, as objects, as living things, as aught but 
d^d trifles, till the shadow of tlic dh'inc be made to fall on 
them, and the pmver of the divine to propel them, and the 
spint of the dirine to animate them, is intolerable from one 
pretending to be a philosopher, IVe throw into the scale owr 
against them the highest philosophy, poetry, .and theology of 
the last tn^o centuries in Britain, Germany, and America, all of 
which has been coloured by the genius, and more or less inspired 
by the spirit, oUrPIato, and also tlie deep spiritual clTccts .and 
moral movements which have sprung from these, and ask which 
IS likely to kick the beam? And, if it be said th.at wc are 
unfairly adding Christianitj’- as a make-weight to Platonism, wc 
repl}'^ that the one is, in our notion, the other fulfilled — the 
other Deified, yet practicalised ; and that wc ha\’c a right to 
rate the system we defend at its best. 

, The philosophy of Bacon has sounded the occ.an, but it has 
Ignored the profounder depth of the infinite in the soul of man. 
It has brought down the lightnings on its rod, but they ha^'c 
come reluctantly, and departed as much a mysterj- as c\’cr. 1 1 
has told the number, but not the meaning, of the stars, which 
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roll on in their courses as inscrutable to us as they were to the 
Chaldean shepherds. Treating man as a cultivable ape, it has 
made his outward condition more comfortable; it hurries him 
along the path to his grave on railways; it smooths the harsh, 
outward edges of his intercourse with his fellow-man, but it 
leaves his heart as hard as it found it; it satisfies not, nor tries 
to satisfy, one of the deep thirsts of his moral nature. It has 
not cast a gleam of light upon the dark problems of his being, 
such as birth, sin, madness, or death. It casts not, nor seeks 
to cast, a ray upon the life beyond; it leaves a cloud of utter 
darkness upon his future progress on earth; and it neglects the 
care, if not denies the existence, of that immortal instinct which 
points up the poorest scion of humanity to his Father in heaven. 
It is of the earth, earthy; nor is that earth regarded as God’s 
footstool, or as the springhoard from which und3ung souls are 
to take their bound upwards, but as the eternal womb, home- 
stead, and grave of certain erect compositions of clay, made, 
worked, and at last buried in night, by a mere mechanical 
power. Should ^ once more the Baconian appeal to the “ Great 
Exhibition,” and sa)’-, “ Behold the triumph of my principles 
there,” we answer — the splendour of the instance is granted; 
we saw there “ the kingdoms of the world, and the glory of 
them, in a moment of time ; ” but not for the gift, instead of 
the sight, of all this magnificence, would we bend down before 
the golden calf. That exhibition was, after all, an exhibition 
of the works of man's industry; if we would see the works of 
God’s industry, we must look elsewhere — to those books which 
his Spirit h^ inspired, and to those men who bear his image, 
and fight his battles. Millions flocked to see this great sight; 
but there are sentences in Plato, and far more in John, one of 
which is worth the whole magnificent medley. And yet, were 
a new truth of stiU more compact significance and grandeur, 
from the same source, inscribed upon a pillar, and the existence 
of that pillar announced to the ends of the earth, how few 
would travel to read the same. So it is, but so it shall not 
always be. Nay, it appears to us that the Great Exhibition 
brought the Baconian system to a point; it produced all that 
It could do for humanity — and may not this bright pinnacle of 
luman deed and sldll have shone across the gulf, as a signal to 
_ c superior and supernatural power, seeing in it man’s splendid 
impotent’ and gilded woe, to take his case, and the remainder 
■oi^nis otheiwise hopeless destiny, by and by, into his own all- 
• This was written when the Great Exhibition wag going on in London. 
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. wise^ powerful, and merciful hands 7 The cry of Plato was for 
. an a\’atnr, and a fuller revelation of the Deity. Tiiat was 
- fulfilled in Christianity, but Christianity, in unison with creation, 
; is beginning to cr\' aloud, in her turn, for a fartlier and a final 
; apotheosis. The words of John Foster are seldom to be de- 
( spised, and let both Baconian and Platonic Cliristian hear him 
with attention, as he says, “ Religion is utterly incompetent to 
reform the world, till it is armed with some new and most 
mighty powers — till it appears in a uetr and Iasi dispensation.” 

Our space is exhausted, else wc would have had rich pickings 
of absurdity and wc.akncss in the closing parts of Macaulay's 
essay — where, for instance, he tells us gravely, “ that the know- 
ledge of the thcoty of logic has no tendency to make men good 
reasoners,” an assertion equivalent to “ the knowledge of the 
theory of grammar has no tendcnc)'^ to make men good gram- 
marians,” or, “ a man may be a very good French scholar, 
without studying French; ” or where he reduces Bacon’s claims 
to absolute zero, by telling us that his “ rules are not wanted, 
because, in truth, they only tell us to do what wc arc all doing; ” 
or where, closing his estimate of what Bacon has after all done, 
he calls him a “ person who first called the public attention to an 
inexhaustible mine of wealth, which had been utterly neglected, 
and was accessible by that road alone, and thus caused that 
road which had been previously trodden by peasants and 
higglers ” (Platos and Aristotlcs? nay, Johns and Pauls?), “ to 
be frequented by a higher kind of travellers.” By-ends Bacon, 
we suppose, Demas Dumont, Save-all Joe Hume, Hold-the- 
VVorld Bentham, Young Atheist Holyoake, Feel-the-Skull 
Combe, and 3\Iy-Lord-Time-servcr Mr. Macaulay. 
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MACAULAY AS A HISTORIAN i 


We have repeatedly discussed Macaulay’s merits and defects as a 
thinker, poet, liiteraieur, and orator. We have never yet, how- 
ever, had the opportunity of examining, in any separate paper, 
his character as a historian. This is now furnished us by the 
appearance of the third and fourth volumes of his History of 
England, and we proceed, with perfect candour and impar- 
tiality, to record our impressions. 

Historians may be divided into the following classes — 
the bold recounter of facts, or the Mechanical Historian; (2), 
the Controversial Historian; (3), the Descriptive and Rhetorical 
Historian; (4), the Philosophucal Historian; and (5), the 
writer who, by combining some of the qualities of all or most of 
these, becomes the Ideal or Poetic Historian. The Mechanic^ 
Historian differs very little from the old almanac compiler — ^his 
sole object is to accumulate facts; but how to show their bear- 
ings on each other, to compute their relative value, to measure 
their symbolic size, to generalise them into broad principles, or 
to heat them into eloquence, he knows not — a fact is to him 
what a flower was to Peter BeU: — 

A primrose by the river’s brim, 

A yellow primrose was to him. 

And it was nothing more. 

The Controversial historian is one who, setting out with a 
party formula in his hands, is less anxious to mirror truth than 
to twist it to his own preconceived notions. He hurries along 
the thread to get at the knots of history, and his works are 
mostly special pleadings, more or less powerful in proportion to 
his ability, but always narrow and one-sided. The Descriptive 
and Rhetorical historian belongs to no party except the party 
of effect, — has no principles but the principles of art, or at 
le^t is often ready to sacrifice what principles he may have to 
me emphasis of clauses, the music of cadences, and the flow of 
bmanced and beautiful periods; facts, too, he casts like old 
into his mint, and if he can give them a new stamp 
Md burnish, cares not although their weight, form, and pressure 
e materially altered. The Philosophical historian, on the 
' From thc_ 5 co</tiA Review, April 1856. 
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other hand, secs little in histoiA* but a procession of principles, 
— he looks almost entirely to the subjective, seldom to the 
objective; and, instead of painting the body and the bloom, he 
traces the bones of his subject, — thus, although not in the 
original sense of the words, “ seeing the invisible,” and ignoring 
the “ things seen.” The highest form of histor}* has often been 
attempted, although not yet fully exemplified. It aims at 
uniting accuracj' wth selection and generalisation of facts,— 
stem attachment to principle with catholic charities and 
sympathies, — tmth of description with eloquence,— stem 
anab'sis and profound thought with that poetic imagination 
which invests all things, even abstractions, with beauty, unity, 
and life. He that approaches nearest to the full combination of 
these qualities, approaches, of course, nearest to the Ideal or 
Poetic historian. 

I In looking at the historians of the past, we find (although m 
many of them the characteristics we have mentioned are blended, 
and run into each other) several specimens of each class. Hero- 
dotus, the “ father of history,” was little else than a reciter of 
bare facts, without selection as to their quality. Being the 
earliest of historians, however, his facts were often so strange 
jand romantic that their mere recital was poetiy^, and he became 
sometimes, without knowing or suspecting that he was, a fine 
describer, principally because he allowed events to describe 
|themselves. Thucydides united much of the philosophical 
thinker, and of the political reasoncr, to great powers of descrip- 
tion and rhetoric; but wanted elasticity of movement, clear- 
ness of style, and completeness of effect. Xenophon was ratlier 
an elegant novelist than a historian ; and although Ids Anabasis 
be a pleasing episode, it gives no promise of the epic grandeur 
of a great history. Polybius belonged, on the whole, to the 
jMechanical school. The fragments which have been preserved 
of Sallust give you the impression of a vigorous painter ^d 
'sententious moraliser, w’ith a strong dash of the special pleader, 
rather than of a philosopher, a judge, or a man of tnie histoncm 
im^ination. Livy is entirely an eloquent artist, lus sole 
object is to write what people will admire, — his narratives are 
often as fictitious as his descriptions, and his descriptions are 
1 often as unreal as the speeches he puts into the mouths of his 
1 generals. Tacitus, of all ancient historians, approached newest 
the ideal of his art. Although not practised in that habit of 
, severely sifting facts and evidence, which is now essential to a 
writer of history, he is eminently a lover of truth, and never 
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seems to be playing his reader false^ — ^his prejudices in favour 
of Trajan and Agricola give no more than an agreeable animus 
to his writings, — his descriptions are unrivalled in their knotty 
force, in their laconic compression, and in their combination 
of general grandeur of effect, with minute fidelity; and his 
penetration into the characters, the mental workings, and the 
passions of men, is as accurate as it is profound. His great 
deficiency, besides the want of modem culture and training, 
lies in his style, which is frequently obscure, involved, curt, 
inverted, and never attains that easy flow which adds so great 
a cliarm to the writings of many inferior historians. As Dante 
to Virgil and Tasso, is Tacitus to Livy and Robertson, at 
once incomparably more powerful, and very much inferior in 
popularity. 

In oiur own country we find all the varieties of the tribe- 
historian. Goldsmith and Smollett are good specimens of the 
merely Narrative school, — only the former tells his sto^^ in a 
manner so natural, and in language so unconsciously felicitous, 
that, whether he be narrating falsehoods, or uttering the feeblest 
of common-places, you cannot but listen delighted; and are 
tempted to cry, “ If this be not history, it is something better. 
Controversial historians we have many, — such as Whitaker, 
Goodall, Stewart, and Bell, the four champions of Mary, Queen 
of Scots, — ^Malcolm Laing, her strong-minded and acute de- 
famer, — George Brodie, the opponent of Hume, — and M‘Crie 
and HaUam, who, while presenting other historical aspects, are 
cWefly remarkable for the mastery with which they grapple 
with special party questions, the admiration they concentrate 
on certain partisan characters, and the strong, although iu 
Hallam’s case the subdued, bias which runs through all their 
writings. Examples of the Descriptive and Rhetorical historian 
are too numerous to be mentioned. Robertson may, perhaps, 
be regarded as the most thorough, if not the most brilliant, 
specimen of this species. In his mind, the W/iai always stands 
inferior in importance to the How , — the matter is less regarded 
than the manner, — truth must often bow before beauty and 
•* chaff to the -wheat,” says the prophet,-y 

What is the wheat to the chaff,” says the Scotch historian, d 
that chaff be -n’eH-arrangcd and softly coloured wdth the light of 
fancy, what is the truthful termination of a battle, or negotia- 
tion, compared to the musical close of a sentence, — perish facts 
and principles, provided periods be safe ! Not that Robertson 
meant to lie; on the contrary, he was xvilling to speak truth. 
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jpvcrf tttn.plir'uy ol (lliri-tia.nity rrindl'-ti hint, itml why ho 
found ^J:ihf‘mola^.i'^T^, with it?) jmsutnts jph’inltnirs, jjorpcnus 
rtciioni, .and faht: unity, n'.orc nitr.nrlivc. That he look n Into 
or pri'fot!r,<ily philotojthit'.d vi'-w of iltc cutres of the decline 
nnd f.all of the Ivoman Kntpirc, Dc Quincry Itas denied, nntl witit 
much power pled the conlr.ary. His .nttempl to nccnunl for the 
prepress of Christi-mity. .nllhotiph .adminihly mannped, entirely 
fails; and his prcnl work, whicli at a distance towers grandly up, 
like Constantinople under the inorninp sun, — like that city, loo, 
when approachctl more closely, reveals many a bcgparly street, 
nnd many a rotten edifice. A preat work, ncvcrlhcless, it is; 
the greatest historical work in the world. Its style li.as been 
finely compared by I^andor to the splendid colouring of the 
clouds which surround the setting sun, — its march is not the 
strut of a martinet, but the sUatcly step of a giant, — it unites the 
feeling of reality inspired by history- willi llie charm and 
sorcery of an Arabian talc; and of all histories hitherto written, 
deserves the name of an epic. 

This present portion of the century has produced, besides 
many other historians, Arnold, Alison, Carlyle, Dc Quinccy, 
and Macaulay. In Arnold met all the mechanical, all the moral, 
and many of the mental qualifications of tlic true historian. He 
had learning and research, — he had a passion for truth, which 
has rarely been paralleled in strength and sincerity-; and he had 
a profound belief in God and in Christianity. What he wanted 
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were, first, long life to permit him to execute his colossal plans; 
and, secondly, greater compass and brilHance, along with sagacity 
and earnestness of mind. Of Alison’s merits and faults it is un- 
necessary here to dwell. If not a great, he has certainly written 
a large history; the largest, we believe, except the Universal 
History, extant. Carlyle, like Gibbon, does not say, but sing, his 
history, although in wilder, fiercer, and more scald-like strains. 
His History of the French Revolution has been called an epic. 

It is in reality a succession of l)TicaI poems, like the rhapsodies 
of Homer ere they were collected and unified by Pisistratus. j 
And what powerful, although jagged and irregular prose-odes, 
the chapters on the French Revolution are I Truly Titanic utter- 
ances, worthy of that Titanic contest, when the nations were 
angry, and blood was flowing up to the very horse bridles. Were 
we to live ten thousand years, we could not forget the wild 
raptures of the first reading of these three volumes, — how history 
became transfigured in our sight into the highest poetry, — ^how 1 
the light of imagination glorified the abyss foaming with revolu- I 
tionary blood, — ^how there hurried along before us, as in suc<^" 
sive dissolving views, the storming of the Bastile, the procession 
of the National Assembly, the march to Versailles, the death-bed 
of Mirabeau, the Flight of tlie King, the Reign of Terror, the 
Massacres of September, the gpiillotining of Dan ton, the fall of 
Robespierre; and how, as strong passion must find relief, or 
burst its barriers, our enthusiasm rushed impetuously to vent, 
and, as it were, bleed itself in a written panegyric on the magic^ 
powers which had so enthralled us. We linger the longer in 
recalling these days, as some of the subsequent works of this 
au^or have excited in us very different emotions. 

_ It may be wondered that we name De Quincey as a historian, 
smee he has written no regular historical work, only certain 
scattered chapters and fragments of history. But these, we 
venture to say, reveal in him more of the essential elements of a 
gr^t historian than have been united in any other author. His 
** Revolt of a Tartar Tribe,” his “ Joan of Arc,” 

IS ^ opanish Nun,” and many other papers, discover the true 
^int of research, the well-digested learning, the breadth and 
minuteness of vision, the philosophical impartiality, the measured 
j eloquent narrative, the consummate clearness, and the 

Tn between them the ideal ^vriter of history, 

in Quincey adds an imagination superior to Gibbon’s 

j grandeur, mat a pity that he has never 

pc to grasp some broad historical theme, commensurate 
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v.-ilh his learning; his understanding, and his genius; and that 
now his declining years forbid the prospect of any hew effort. 
Dear to many of the Muses has this extraordinary' man been, but 
peculiarly dear to Clio; and it is for ever to be regretted that he 
did not more exclusively attach himself to her ser\'ice. 

Macaulay has often been called “ the lucky.” And in nothing 
do we see his pre-eminent good fortune more than in his selection 
of the history of England for his theme. The chances against 
t^ subject coming fresh into his hands were at one time con- 
siderable. Had Sir James l»facIntosh accomplished his purpose 
of writing the history of England, Macaulay would certainly, 
partly in awe and partly in love for that eminent man, have 
avoided the task, — a task for which he w’os, at the same time, 
much better qualified than Sir James, so far, at least, as elasticity 
and brilliance were concerned. But Macintosh having never 
executed his design, Macaulay might be said to receive it in 
legacy; and a rich legacy it has proved. He was unquestion- 
ably as well fitted to be the chronicler of his country’s ouUr 
story, as Boswell to write the life of Johnson, or Scott to paint 
the manners of Caledonia. His boundless accomplishments, his 
eloquent stjde, his intimacy not only with boofe and records 
bearing on the history of England, but rvith men who had become 
depositaries of traditionary information, and were living authori- 
ties,-— his strong direct John Bullism of understanding, even his 
portly prejudices in favour of all that was English, his connection 
through Ins father wath Scotland, his liberal feelings as a Whig 
toward Ireland, the part he had played in parliamentary politics, 
the practical knowledge he had acquired in the War Office and 
in India, all united in marking him out for our most interesting 
and popular, if not our most philosophical, most impartial, and 
final historian. Some, indeed, there were, who put in some 
strong preliminary objections and caveats. They questioned, 
fijst of all, the depth and comprehension of his mind, his posses- 
sion of the true philosophic faculty. They doubted if he had 
^uch sympathy with the more earnest and lofty elements of 
human nature. They questioned his impartialily, and main- 
tained that his essays proved him to be rather a lover of the 
idling than of the true. They ventured to doubt if he were a 
master of historic proportion, and to fear that his love of minute 
detail and preserved gossip would lead him astray. And they 
hmted that his style would not easily be toned down to that 
moderation which suits a long history; and that the work, while 
mteresting and eloquent- in parts, would be fatiguing as a whole. 
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Some six years ago the first two volumes of the work appeared, ^ 
and were hailed vith acclamation — a feeling which has been, we 1 
believe, not much lessened by the two additional volumes, imder | 
whose unparalleled issue the press has recently been groanmg. j 
We shall now proceed, simply, to daguerreotype the impressions 
made on our mind by the perusal of the two volumes, premising, 
first, that we have not read a single critique on them; and 
secondly, that, considering their enormous sale, as well as the 
numerous extracts from them which have appeared in the 
newspapers, we shall give no quotations of any length. 

And, first, the fears of many, as to the want of continuous 
and cumulative interest, have been put to flight, parth' by the 
two first -volumes, and still more by those before us, which, if 
not so riveting as some passages in the former, are qmte as 
entertaining as a whole. Each volume reads like a novel- 
This incessant interest is produced by a diversity of artistic 
methods, partly by a deliberate sinking down, an artificial 
carelessness and arranged disorder of style — (the repetitioi^ 
for example, of the same words in the same sentence; the closing 
of long and laboured paragraphs, not as you expected, with a 
rolling climax, but with a quiet short period, etc.) — partly by 
the skQful alternation of historical subjects, partly by the 
interposition, at proper intervals, of anecdotes, incidents, or 
brief literary sketches and criticisms, and partly by the glimpses 
he is constantly giving us of the private and domestic life of 
inen in the past, Hrs book, in fact, includes in it several 
kinds of composition: the historv', the memoir, the political 
disquisition, the criticism, the antiquarian treatise, and the 
materials of the AT 7 a. And instead of cramming his miscel- 
laneous information, as some historians do, into notes, he weaver 
it into the tissue of the text. He carries on five or six distinct, 
histories abreast, and has, besides, a ver^’’ fair proportion of 
what must be c^ed conjectural history, i.e., pure fiction. To 
call the interest of the work a suction were wrong, because 
tyction implies rmity, the unity of a maelstrom. 3lacaulay’s 
mterest may be compared to a succession of rising and sinking 
waves, breeze-stirred, and bearing on the bark irresistibly to the 
harlwur. Coleridgex " Marinere ” held men by his “ gfittering 
g'l’” ^ p^c centred in, and radiating from a point. Macaulay 
ho^s his readers ty* the I'aried play and changing e.xpressionS 
nt his face. He wields a fascination, but it is rather the fascma- 
tmn of great talent, laboriously exerting itself to swa'v- the mind, 
tiian it is that quick, quiet, potent spell, exerted over the inmost 
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soul by the magic of genius. He always interests, often rouses, 
but seldom melts, and never thrills. He instructs the intellect, 
fills the memor}-, delights the fancy : but he seldom subdues 
the heart, and never rules the invagination. 

With regard to imp.artiality, that, on the whole, has been 
better preserved than ^vas expected, particularly in the third 
and fourth volumes. To the manifest scoundrels of all parties, 
he is most Rhadamanthinc in his execution of justice — and 
as he seems mther to like this office, it must be satisfactorj' for 
him to find that never were scoundrels more plentiful than in the 
age of King James and William. In some parts of these volumes 
he leads us through a whole gallcn,* of miscreants, and shows 
us here a Claverhouse, recking with Covenanting blood — and 
there a Stair, croaking like a raven in hideous joy over the 
massacre of Glencoe; here a despicable Russell, intriguing noth 
James while ser\'ing William : and there a coarse coxcomb, like 
TjTconncll, storming and blaspheming in his drunken ire ; here 
a weak Shrcwsbur}% seized with a remorse as contemptible as 
his crime; and there a IMarlborough, ablest and basest of men, 
stained with a thousand treacheries, and in whose character 
you know not whether more to loathe the liar, to admire the 
general, or to despise the miser; here a Brcadalbane, the prince 
and paragon of shufflers; and there a James II., in whom a 
weakness and superstition approaching idiocy, are not sufficient 
to excuse cruelty, tymnny, cowardice, and the spirit of an 
assassin, not to speak of the hundred minor ruffians, the Penns, 
Fenwicks, Friends, Fullers, and Rookwoods, who are also con- 
signed by a stem and rapid etching to immortal infamy. On the 
other hand, he has done full justice to the few good or tolerable 
characters whom the time produced, — to Montague, Portland, 
Somers, Boufflers, Leslie, Tillotson, William and Jilarj', and it 
is not his fault that the most of these w-ere Whigs. His hero, 
of course, is William, and his portrait of that Avonderful person, 
nith the lips of ice, and the look and the heart of fire, the thin 
■worn figure, the determined unconquerable soul — 

Which fretted the puny body to decay, 

And o’er-informed its tencm^t of clay — 

^who was never so great as when defeated, and never so terrible 
as when down ; with his asthma and cough, his cold short 
lowers, his predestinarianism, wffiich, in him, became the 

mild teacher of charity,” his unrivalled diplomatic tact, his 
love of Holland and of ilary, — ^is admirable, and proves its 
truth by its masterly execution. Mary is bis heroine, and 
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surely she shines above that troubled and treacherous age, like 
a “ sunbeam on a sullen sea,” and in her personal charms, her 
gracious manners, her conciliating disposition, her practical 
good sense, and her mild deep piety, stands alone amidst the 
Queens of England,' and is approached only by the present 
illustrious occupant of the throne. While agreeing generally 
with Macaulay’s estimates of character, and admiring the exe- 
cution of most of his portraits, we are compelled to state some 
exceptions. We think that his reprobation of Stair’s conduct 
in the Glencoe business, is not sufficiently strong. He pleads 
the example of others, and the spirit of the age in palliation, 
and says that Stair’s motive was his intense desire to ci'vilise 
the Highlands, by extirpating the lawless Highlanders. But 
that this transaction went far beyond the spirit of that age, is 
proved by the cry of horror it aw^ened through the length and 
breadth of the land, when its particulars were fully known. H 
was not merely the fact of the massacre, but the treachery, 
cold-blooded cruelty, breach of hospitality and family ties, and 
the infernal falsehood cormected "with it, that roused the nation 
and the world agamst it, — it was " murder imder trust ” — the 
woist^ thing done in the worst way. And the charge against 
Stair is, that he not only commanded the massacre, but organised 
and in spirit presided over every one of its disgusting and horrible 
details. One could conceive no more appropriate punishment 
for the guilty soul of the statesman, than that it should be con- 
demned for ever to haunt that gloomy glen, or from the mouth 
of Ossian s cave be compelled continually to contemplate the 
road up which the fugitives rushed through the snows of that 
dread February mom, and in the sounds of the Cona from below 
to hear the everlasting echo of the voice of blood, the cry of 
insatiable vengeance. 

The battle of Killiecrankie is well described, but his account 
of the death of Clavers comes to a rather “ lame and impotent 
conclusion. Surely he should have given one stamp of indig- 
nation on the grave of the oppressor ere he bid farewell. 

1 acaulay is half a Scot, but the Scottish blood in his veins has 
come tmough a Highland, not a Lowland channel, else it would 
have boiled far more fiercely against “ Dark John of the battles,” 
the despimble and heartless murderer of John Brown. Perhaps 
n is to this Highland extraction, too, that we are to trace his 
pi e at i laepherson, whom in his essays, and in these volumes, 
nLi opportunity to decry. Were the Maephersons 

■> i^caulays ever at feud; and did the historian lose his grtat 
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great grandmother in some onslaught made on the Hebrides, by 
the progenitors of the pseudo-Ossian? Macpherson, as a man, 
we respect not, and we fear the greater part of Ossian’s poems 
can be traced no farther than his teeming brain. Nor are we 
careful to defend his poetry from the common charges of mono- 
tony, affectation, and fustian. But we deem Macaulay grossly 
unjust in his treatment of his genius, and its results, and can 
fortify our judgment by that of Sir Walter Scott and Professor 
Wilson — two men, as far superior to Macaulay in knowledge of 
the Highlands and Highland song, and in genuine poetic taste, 
as they were in origin^ imagination. The former says, “ Mac- 
pherson was certainly a man of high talents, and his poetic 
powers are honourable to his country.” Wilson, in an admirable 
paper in Blackwood for November, 1839, while admitting many 
faults in Ossian, and ridiculing Blair’s over-estimate, eloquently 
proclaims the presence in his strains of much of the purest, 
most pathetic, and most sublime poetry, instancing, among 
others, the “ Address to the Sun,” as tiie “ highest poetry,” 
equal to anything in Homer or Milton. Both these great 
wntere have paid Macpherson a higher compliment stiff, they 
have imitated him, and the speeches of Allan Macaulay, Ranald 
MacEagh, and Elspeth MacTavish, in the Novels, and such 
articles in Blackwood as “ Cottages,” “ Hints for the Holidays,” 
and ‘‘ A Glance at Selby’s Ornithology,” are all coloured by 
familiarity with Ossian’s style. Best of all, the Highlanders, as 
a nation, have accepted Ossian as their bard; he is as much the 
poet of Morven, as Bums is of Coila, and it is as hopeless to 
dislodge the one from the Highland, as the other from the 
Lowland heart. The true way to leam to appreciate Ossian’s 
poetry is not to hurry, as Macaulay seems to have done, in a 
steam-boat from Glasgow to Oban, and thence to Balahulish 
and Glencoe, and thence to Inverness and Edinburgh; but it is 
to live for years under the shadow of the Grampians, to wander 
through lonely moors, amidst drenching mists and rain, to hold 
trystes with thunder-storms on the summit of savage hills, to 
bathe in sullen tarns after nightfall, to lie over the ledge and 
dip one’s fingers in the spray of cataracts, to plough a solitarj’’ 
path into the heart of forests, and to sleep and dream for hours 
amidst their sunless glades, on twilight hills to meet the appari- 
tion of the Viunter moon rising over snoNvy wastes, to descend 
by her ghastly light precipices where the eagles arc sleeping, 
and returning home to be haunted by night visions of mightier 
mountains, %\-idcr desolations, and giddier descents, — experience 
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somewhat like this is necessary to constitute a true “ Child of 
the Mistj” and to give the full capacity of appreciating the 
shadovy, solitary^ pensive^ and magnificent spirit which taber- 
nacles in Ossian’s poetry. This was in part the experience of 
Wilson^ but has not certainly been that of Macaulay, who, at 
the best, is a degenerate descendant of the mountains, and 
who has neither (as we shall see afterwards) adequately described 
Highland scenery, nor appreciated Highland genius. 

It has sometimes been charged against Macaulay, that he has 
little s}Tnpath5* ■"‘ith religious enthusiasm, and that he is some- 
what of a latiUidinarian in these matters. We fear the present 
volumes will corroborate these impressions. His language 
about the Cameronians is too trenchant and severe. He may 
be right in blaming their extravagance, but he ought to have 
made more allowance for the oppression which made them mad, 
and to have shed a stronger light on their sincerity and want of 
selfishness. IITiat a contrast between these people of the rocks, 
with all their sullen spleen and frenzied earnestness, and the 
palt^’^ courtiers and statesmen of that day, — the trimming 
IMiigs^ on the one h^d, and the snaky traitors and sanctified 
^sassins of Jacobitism on the other. It was not Alexander 
Smelds it was Qaverhouse who wrote the Hittd Let Looser 
his cruelly turned Shields’ pen into iron, and roused in the 
^meronian party a demon that it took a half-century to lay. 
we thi^ still less of the historian’s attempt to ridicule George 
ox. He has tried to effect this by the cheap and eas)'’, but 
cont^ptible method of culling all his extraingant traits, and 
^hibitiag them without his redeeming points — a method which 
unm applied to Cromwell and the other noble Puritans, and 
u .ich a recent writer (the Rev. James Smith, author of The 
Drama of History) has ventured to apply to those 
infateated, imbecile, and weak-minded” persons (his very 
vor s) Isaiah, Jeremiah, Ezekiel, and the other prophets of 
Israel! Macaulay sneers at Fox’s suit of leather; he might as 
cas } sneer at certain “ sheepskins and goatskins,” of which a 
ce m Apostle speaks in his epistle to the Hebrews. He 
contortions of the Sibyl, and laughs a dull 
vnnm'i'' ^bem, but saj-s nothing about the inspiration. He 
Lh looked at Elijah’s mantle uith the eve of a tailor, 

'^bariot in the spirit of a London cabman, 
p,, ^ from the style in which he once uTOte of the 

it Hilton! How different, to do Carlyle 

} uce, irom the spirit m which he speaks of Fox in Sartor. In 
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commences his paragraphs with simple and commonplace 
thoughts, but ere you are aware, and ere you reach the middle 
of the paragraph, you feel yourself in an abyss all gleaming with 
pearl-like truths. Macaulay is fond of beginning his paragraphs, 
too, with truisms, but, although, as he gets on, they seem to 
expand and to glow, they never deepen into comprehensive 
principles. In point of variety, nature, and energy of style, 
there is also no comparison. Burke, even when at ease, is great, 
and when he makes an effort he manages, in general, to conceal 
it, — ^you see the height but not the heaving of the wing. — 
Macaulay, when at ease, is so elaborately, and by effort, and with 
this effort, the common-place of the thoughts sometimes con- 
trasts; and when he strains, the struggle is not always redeemed 
by the success. It is but fair, however, to grant, that of aU his 
productions, the third and fourth volumes of the History are the 
easiest in style, and that in them his mannerisms are few, and 
never offensive. 

With respect to historic proportion, Macaulay has had some 
difficulties to surmount, and has not always surmounted them 
well. Many English readers, for instance, will think that he has 
dwelt too long in the third volume on the state of the Highlands, 
and that the elaborate and eloquent dissertation on clans is out 
of proportion to the skirmish of Killiecrankie, which is recounted 
afterwards, while many Scotch and English, too, will grudge the 
space devoted to the affair of Sir John Fenwick. A few will 
blame him for narrating the massacre of Glencoe too minutely, 
while many ^vill yawn over the controversies about the currency. 
Some would not have been sorry had two or three of the minor 
Jacobite plots been omitted, or, at least, told less prolixly, while, 
perhaps, all will wish that at least a fourth had been subtracted 
from the whole narrative. It is long since Lord Jeffrey cried 
out for a powerful calculus to compute the dimensions of The 
Recluse, of which the “ Excursion ” was only a small portion ; and 
we would certainly require some very extraordinary power of 
numbers to compute how many pages, working at this rate, 
Macaulay is likely to produce ere he bring down the narrative to 
the age of George the Third. 

With regard to the principal beauties of this work most of its 
readers w'll be of one opinion. Its account of battles and sieges 
has most impressed our imagination. Nothing can be better 
in their way than his pictures of the sieges of Derry and Namur 
^ the battle of Landen and the battle of the Boyne. You see 
in these, the true spirit of the author of The Lays of Atictettl 
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Rome. “ He saith among the trumpets, ‘ Ha, ha,’ and smelleth 
the battle afar off, the thunder of the captains and the shouting.” 
Here his Highland blood stands him in good stead, and you feel 
that the ancient spirit is not dead. Whether that spirit be of the 
loftiest or purest kind, is a different question. But battles can 
only be described as battles are fought, with self-forgetting 
endiusiasm and thorough abandonment, and these in the field 
of war Macaulay has in perfection. We do not admire, on the 
other hand, his descriptions of scenery. Action, character, men, 
— he describes with marvellous success, but not the stUl grandeurs 
or the solemn terrors of nature. Occasionally he pictures the 
beautiful in a happy style — ^witness in the third volume, his 
description of Kerr)'', which we consider a quiet delicious bit of 
landscape painting, but half a Highlander though he be, he 
shrinks before the scenery of the Highlands. Wiether this be 
owing to his want of early contact with mountains, to his long 
residence in England, or to defect of natural taste for the magni- 
ficent and the terrible, we cannot tell, but the fact is unquestion- 
able. There is not a scribbler on the London press but might 
describe Killiecrankie or Glencoe as well. In his account of 
Killiecrankie he becomes exceedingly artificial, and seems to 
think that he compliments its exquisite beauties by comparing 
them to the landscapes of celebrated painters, reminding you 
of the artist, who, when he once saw a peculiarly splendid sunset, 
cried “Titian all over!” Of the rich woodlands, the golden 
waters, the green-marble rocks, the steep frowning mountains, 
the white pathway piercing like a silver arrow the dark gulf of 
the p^s — ^he gives no idea, and omits to mention the striking 
tradition that, when the soldiers of Mackay came to the opening 
of the gorge, they recoiled in fear, and said their leader had 
brought them to tlie mouth of hell. In describing Glencoe, he 
still more signally fails. He says: — 

“ That pass is the most dreary and melancholy of all the Scottish 
— passes, the very valley of the shadow of death, hlists and storms brood 
^^ough the greater part of the finest summer, and even on these 
^^®.nays when the sun is bright, and when there is no cloud in the sky, 
the impression made by the landscape is sad and awful. The path lies 
along a stream which issues from the most sullen and gloomy of mountain 
Huge precipices of naked stone frown on both sides. Even in 
July the streaks of snow may often be discerned in the rifts near the 
summits. All doun the sides of the crags, heaps of ruin mark the head- 
long path of the torrents. Jlilc after mne the traveller looks in vain for 
tnc smoko of one hut, for one human form wrapped in a pl.-ud. and listens 
in vain for the bark of a shepherd’s dog. or the bleat of a lamb. Mile 
Wer muc the only sound that indicates life is the faint cry of a bird of 
prey from some storm-beaten pinnaclo of rock. The progr^ of ciiilisa- 
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tion, which has turned so manj' wastes into fields yellow with harvest, or 
gay with apple-blossoms, has only made Glencoe more desolate." 

This description, it will be noticed, seeks only to represent 
the solitude of the scene, and even that it greatly overstates. 
You would never guess from it that stage coaches loaded with 
passengers pass daily through this “ valley of the shadow of 
death,” and that, in summer, gigs and cars are perpetually 
plying. The few hours we spent in it, we met several moun- 
taineers, and saw various dogs as well as sheep. One would 
imagine from Macaulay’s picture, that the valley was as narrow 
as that in Bunyan, to which he compares it, whereas, in fact, as 
Talfourd truly says, “ it is not a narrow defile, but a huge valley 
between mountains of rock, receding from each other till a 
field of air of several miles’ breadth lies between their summits.’ 
'fhe stream, the Cona, is one of the most beautiful of mountain 
rivers, and its voice although melancholy is inexpressibly pleas- 
ing, and sounds like an old Scottish melody amidst the stem and 
rugged hills. The pool is a lovely little lake, lying right' under 
a stupendous mountain, a deep ravine in whose breast is called 
Ossiau’s Cave. Macaulay, while magnif}’’ing the sterility, has 
not a word to say about the grandeur of the scene, the tom and 
ruptured cliffs, the sea of serrated ridges which tumultuates 
around, the colossal confusion which reigns over the whole, and 
which makes you think of a “ frozen hurricane ” or of a tempest- 
tossed range of clouds, wth all their jagged edges arrested and 
stiffened into eternal granite. In mist, or under the wing of a 
thunder-storm, the glen must be ineffably gloomy, but in us, 
seeing it on a bright autumn forenoon, it awakened emotions of 
rapturous enthusiasm, and the wilderness seemed to rejoice, 
and the solitary place to become glad, although, like the scenery, 
the joy and the gladness were stem and strange, reminding us of 
the emotion with which we had seen the waves of mist attack- 
ing the iron sides and summit of dark Lochnagar, while the last 
beams of day were vainly smiling upon the hopeless assault. 

A tendenc}' to paradox, or at least to pushing tmth too far, 
has often been named as a characteristic of our author’s mind. 
Nor has this peculiarity entirelv deserted him in these volumes. 
For example, he ascribes the interest so generally felt in the 
scenery of the Highlands, entirely to the safety’’ with which 
jurists can now traverse our glens and mountain solitudes. 
General Wade, and he alone, gets the credit for our modem taste 
for the picturesque. Now, surely, this is going absurdly far. 
•Surely, in the course of this last century, many other agencies 
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beside*: improved ro.i(!*mal::ng Itavc been at work in awakening 
a love for the beauties of nature. CvdUwc has been extending. 
Books have l>cen cirailating. Sir W.altcr Scott lias been 
writing. The “ Schoolmasior.” .as well ns General Wade, “ has 
been abroad.” And while steam and railways have been con- 
veying the bodies of '* milliners and clerks ” to the Trossachs and 
the Hebrides, knowledge has been preparing their minds to 
enjoy their bc.autics. Sight-seeing is indeed a fashion, but it is 
a fashion springing out of a highly cultured slate of feeling, and 
we .arc persuaded that althougli wolves were still the tenants of 
our glens, .and banditti were still haunting our woods and comes, 
many would dare all risks, for the sake of seeing the broad islc- 
bedropped Loch Lomond — visiting Iona, the Eye of tlic West 
— ^listening to that solemn hymn which the sea at StafTa sings 
to the heavens — wandering by the inky waters of Loch Avon — 
or treading the pathless brink of that dreadful Loch Coriskin, 
in Skye, to which Glencoe itself is a garden; just as many arc 
at this hour dcf3'ing the wolves and the banditti of the Apennines, 
the frightful crevasses and avalanches of the Alps, and the 
cougars, condors, and chasms of the Andes, for the sake of the 
wondrous beauties and grandeurs which they enclose. Of 
course, we grant that more have been attracted to the Scottish 
Highlands by good roads and cheap conveyances, than would 
othenrise have been, but other causes have also materially con- 
tributed to what we must call the delightful result. Macaulay 
slightly sneers at the “ milliners and apprentices who \dsit our 
Highlands in autumn in such numbers,” but, for our part, we 
love to fall in with such parties, to sec the breeze of Giledonia 
blowing health on their faded cheeks, the lochs and glorious glens 
calling up the light of enthusiasm in their dim eyes, and sur- 
prising their hearts into a strange joy, in which they feel tlieir 
being elevated and bettered, and the varied scenery through 
which they pass furnishing them with stores for memory and 
reflection through their long winter of tedium and of toil. 
Sometimes, indeed, their admiration of nature is affected, and 
we know few spectacles so ludicrously sad as the sight of certain 
Cockneys tiydng to measure their souls with our great mountains, 
to get up a sensation when beholding Foyers or the dark outline 
to apply some higher epithet than “ handsome ” to 
the prospects from Benvoirlich or Schiehallion, but, more 
frequently now, our \dsitors from the south are beginning to 
appreciate truly, and to love warmly, the scenery of Scotland, 
and their repeated visits are tending to give those a taste for it 
M 348 
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who had none at firsts and to cultivate it in those in whom it was 
originally small. 

"WTiile granting that there is much justice and much eloquence 
in Macarday’s statements, as to the ignorance of the Highlands 
which prevailed previous to the end of the last century, we think 
that he not only exaggerates the facts, but is guilty of rather 
an egregious sophism. Because the English were ignorant of 
Highland maimers, he concludes that the Lowland Scotch were 
equally so. This is quite incredible, when we remember the 
close proximity of the most populous parts of Scotland to the 
Highland line — the fact that the Highland host, as it was called, 
was let loose on the west long before the revolution, which 
inevitably introduced to the Lowlanders a knowledge of the 
barbarous maimers and customs of the Northern clans — that 
Highland drovers were, at a very early period, in the habit of 
visiting every part of Scotland, as well as many parts of England 
— and that, in the age of Rob Roy, extensive commercial trans- 
actions had commenced between Glasgow and even English 
merchants and the Highland lairds. These, and many other 
facts, are incompatible with the theorj’’ that such a blank and 
black wall of ignorance separated the people of Edinburgh, who 
saw Rob Roy’s country every day they mounted the C^tle or 
the Cal ton Hill, and the inhabitants of Strathtay and Deeside. 
Less intercourse, of course — less sympathy, by far, there was 
than now between them. But the very contempt and hatred 
often e^ressed by the Lowlanders for the inhabitants of th^ 
mountains, proved that they were well acquainted with their 
pecuhanties; although, in fact, the majority of the Lowland^ 
were not, till late in the eighteenth century, very much superior 
to their Highland brethren. 

_ Macaulay, by the choice of his subject, has necessarily brought 
himself into comparison vdth Hume. To that historian he is by 
no means to be equalled in acuteness of philosophic genius or in 
exquisite simplicity of occasional style; but has, unquestion- 
ably, the advantage, not merely in the superior culture of n 
later age, and in access to more %'aried sources of information, 
but in eloquence, animation, broad and liberal views, and in his 
much wanner s)Tnpathies with literature, with freedom, and 
wth religion, .^d yet his sympathies with this last are fos 
from being sufficiently profound. We allude not merely to his 
unworthy treatment of the high religious heroism of individuals, 

^ want of appreciation of the religions element, as a 

vhole, in its workings in English history. Religious enthu- 
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si;u:m has been the most powerfully operaltng cause in the 
development of British character — in the establishment of 
British iil>crty — and in the pr«xluction of British civilisation and 
intelligence. Tnese three things — I’rotcstanlism. Puritanism. 
Methodism — all alike and kindred, although all dilTcrenl, what 
prodigious influence they have had in building up and in cement- 
ing the structure of the British Bmpirc ! 'ITie grande.st passages 
in British story took place through the force, not of a cold, but 
of an enthusiastic Cliristi.anity. Need we name the Reformation, 
the Civil War, the Resistance of Scotland to Charles Second, 
the Revolution of 16SS? Now, if it lx: true that history is best 
written in the spirit in which it is enacted, then we cannot salute 
Macaulay as our ideal historian of the deep-hearted religious 
eras in the past. Ills paper on Ranke’s Lives oj the Popes, 
as well as many parts of his history, prove that his early feelings 
towards Protestantism and Puritanism have somewhat cooled. 
If he ever tries to get up a glow about these subjects, it is but a 
faint and flickering feeling. He “ even’s ” Cromwell (“ even 
Cromwell governed Ireland belter,” he says) — be maligns the 
Camcronians — he derides George Fox — and, we fear, if penrjitted 
to carry down his narrative to the age of George Third, he will 
caricature the Methodists and the Missionaries in the same 
manner. Once a worshipper of earnest enthusiasm, he now 
^ms to worship little else than courage, intellect, and genius. 
He sees Christianity', but it is as ” in a glass, darkly ” — he sees 
it as of history', but not as in history, as part of the matter, but 
not as the master of the progress of man. We have no wish that 
he should have set himself, like Rollin or D’Aubigne, elaborately 
and systematically to show us God in history'. This, with both 
these authors, becomes a species of cant, and generates a 
spurious religious sentimentalism, just as a kindred spirit, 
Cheever, in his W andcrings under the Shadow of Mont Blanc, 
disgusts every sensible reader by his everlasting introduction 
of Scripture phrases, and sanctimonious common-places, and 
won’t allow Nature to speak of God herself, without cramming 
bite of Job and Isaiah into her mouth. But \vithout going to 
this extreme, Macaulay might have followed the example of 
oae who equalled him in learning, and excelled him in regard for 
truth and in comprehensive views, if not in eloquence and genius 
we mean Arnold, who without often using the language of 
hmpture, steeped his histories with the spirit of Christianity, 
who did not always, any more than the writer of Esther, employ 
the name of God, but who, like that -writer, show'ed us the work- 
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ing of God’s plan and providence in all things, and who, witht or 
ostentatiously proclaiming that he did, always in reality occb,_ 
pied a Christian point of view. Vain, however, to wish that 
Macaulay should ever become an Arnold, or a Christian historian. 
It is not in bim to be this, nor can he become it without a 
miracle. Let us be thankful for him as he is, and for the work 
he has done. He has amassed materials out of which some 
master-mind, filled with the Christian idea, may, in a future age, 
pile up a colossal and conclusive history of England. 

Such a writer, should he arise, will go to work in a spirit of 
sterner truthfuhiess, as well as under a higher spiritual ideal. 
Macaulay is far too much of a rhetorician to be a trustworthy 
narrator. In a hundred, and a hundred more places you fed 
that he is sacrificing rigid truth to artistic beauty, and has said 
\vithin himself, “ This I shall at least- make telling, whether or 
not it be true,” while a historian of a higher order would have 
said, “ I shall ascertain and state the truth, whether it teUi or 
not.” The large flowers of his effects stand too often on a very 
narrow root of facts. He makes history far too entertaining. 
It is, in his hands, “ reading made easy.” In terror at dulness, 
he loses something of historic dignity. History, written like 
history enacted, should have its pauses, its rests, its tedious or 
tortuous passages — its difficult heights and its profound hoUows. 
Macaulay bowls you along, with the utmost speed and ease. No 
great passage ever occurs over which you stop and feel your 
breast heaving thick — ^no solitary thought ever startles you by 
its surpassing loveliness, or its profound meaning. One conse- 
quence of this is, that much as you enjoy his writing at the first 
perusal, you seldom think of recurring to it again. When he has 
informed and amused you, he has done his work. There are no 
stings left behind — no far glimpses given, from lofty pinnacles 
of \new, to which you are tempted to return. You open his pages 
with intense expectation and interest, but you close them with- 
out a sigh, or if you sigh, it is as you fancy what a striking 
resemblance there is between the impression produced by a 
(so-called) first-rate history and a second-rate novel. That the 
excessive popularity of this history is a disgrace to the age, we 
will not say; the age is, perhaps, quite right to pay best those 
who please it most. The world, let us talk as we like, will “ love 
its own; ” and Macaulay is intensely in harmony with the spirit 
of our bustling, fact-loving, mechanical age; but we would fain 
hope that there is an age approaching, when the demand for a 
historj' as high above Macaulay’s as the heavens are above tlie 
earth, shall create the supply. 
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so that our estimate of him, afthouph late, may turn out, on 
the v.hole. a " word in season.” U is, at all events, rcfrcsiiing 
for us to look hark from the d.ay.s of a Derby and a Biographer 
Russell, to those of the great and eloquent Burke, and to turn 
from the nivincs of the " Laltcr-D.ay Pamphlcu;,” to the noble 
rage and magnificent philippics of a " Regicide Peace. ^ 

Fir.st of all. in this paper, we feel ourselves constrained to 
proclaim what, even yet, is not fully understood Burke s un- 
utterable superiority to all his parliamcntarv rivals. It was no 
simply that he was above them as one bough in a tree is •'^bovc 
another, but above them as the .Min is above the top 0 c 
tree. He was “ not of tlicir order.” He had philosophic m el- 
’Icct, while they had only arithmetic. He had genius, u 11 c 
“ they had not even fancy. He had heart, while they had only 
passions. He had wdest and most comprehensive views, cir 
minds had little real power of generalisation. He had religion, 
most of them were infidels of that lowest order, who imagine 
that Christianity is a monster, bred between priestcraft and 
political expediency. He loved literature with his inmost soul ; 
they (Fox on this point must be excepted) knew little abou 1 , 
and eared less. In a word, they were men of their time, e 
belonged to all ages, and his mind was as catholic as 1 ivas 
clear and vast. 

1 Contrast the works and speeches of the men 1 Has a sen 
1 From A Third Gallery' of Literary Portraits, 1854. 

16 1 


1 62 Gilfillan’s Literary Portraits 


of Pitt’s ever been quoted as a maxim ? Does one passage of 
Fox appear in even our common books of elocutionar)^ extracts ? 
Are Sheridan’s flights remembered except for their ambitious 
and adventurous badness? Unless one or two showy climaxes 
of Grattan and Curran, what else of them is extant? How 
different with Burke. His works are to this hour burm’ng with 
genius, and swarming with wisdom. You cannot open a page 
without finding either a profound truth expressed in the shortest 
and sharpest form, looking up at you like an eye; or a brilliant 
image flashing across with the speed and splendour of a meteor; 
or a description, now grotesque, and now gorgeous; or a 
literary allusion, cooling and sweetening the fervour of the 
political discussion; or a quotation from the poets, so pointed 
and pat, that it assumes the rank of an original beauty, Burke’s 
writing is almost unrivalled for its combination and dexterous 
interchange of excellences. It is by turns statistics, meta- 
pnysics. namtinor A *_ .1 TJ. 
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every moment of some men’s sleep is spiritualised by a dream; 
and, in many of them, figures cluster and crowd upon each other. 
It is remarkable that his imagination becomes apparently more 
powerful as he draws near the end of his journey. The reason 
of this probably was: he became more thoroughly in earnest 
towards the close. Till the trial of Warren Hastings, or even 
on to the outbreak of the French Revolution, he was a volcano 
speaking and snorting out fire at intervals — an Etna at ease; 
but from these dates he began to pour out incessant torrents of 
molten lava upon the wondering nations. Figures are a luxury 
to cool thinkers; they are a necessity to prophets. Tire Isaiah, 
Jeremiah, and Ezekiel have no choice. Their thought mtest 
come forth with the fiery edge of metaphor around it. 

Let us look, in the course of the remarks that follow, to the 
follovdng points — to Burke’s powers, to his possible achieve- 
ments, to his actual works, to his oratory, to his conversation, 
to his private character, to his critics, and to the question, 
what has been the result of his influence as a writer and a 
thinker? 

I. We would seek to analyse shortly his powers. These were 
distinguished at once by their variety, comprehensiveness, 
depth, harmony, and brilliance. He was endowed in the very 
“ prodigality of heaven ” with genius of a creative order, with 
boundless fertility of fanc)'', mth piercing acuteness and com- 
prehension of intellect, with a tendency leading him irresistibly 
lown into the depths of every subject, and with an eloquence 
at once massive, profuse, fiery, and flexible. To these powers 
ne united, what are not often found in their company, slow 
plodding perseverance, indomitable industry^ and a cautious, 
balancing disposition. We may apply to him the words of 
Scripture, “ He could mount up vath wings as an eagle, he could 
^tin and not be weary, he could walk and not be faint.” Air, 
earth, and the things under the earth, were equally familiar to 
him ; and you are amazed to see how easily he can fold up the 
mighty \vings which had swept the ether, and “ knit ” the 
mountain to the sky, and turn to mole-Hke minings in the depths 
of the miry clay, which he found it necessary also to explore. 
These vast and various powers he had fed with the most exten- 
sive, most minute, most accurate, most artistically managed 
reading, vdth elaborate study, with the closest yet Idndhest 
obser^mtion of human nature, and wth free and copious inter- 
course with all classes of men. And to inspirit and inflame 
their action, there were a profound sense of public duty, ardent 
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expanding or beating it tiiin. Were he dall3nng long wth, or 
seeking to distend, an image, a hundred more would become 
impatient for their turn. Foster more trul}’- remarks, “ Burke’s 
sentences are pointed at tlie end — instinct with pungent sense 
to the last syllable; thej’’ are like a charioteer’s whip, which 
not only has a long and effective lash, but cracks and inflicts a 
waiivu'marter sensation at the end. They are like some seipents, 
.One is life is said to be fiercest in the tail.” It is a mind full 
^ Jjjdsdowing, pouring out, now calmly and now in tumult and 
y deliberately and now in swift torrents, its thoughts, 
f^efings, acquirements, and speculations. This rich restlessness 
might, b)' and by, become oppressive, were it not for the 
‘\iasterl)’’ ease of manner, and the great variety, as well as 
Quantity, of thinking. He never harps too long on one string. 
He is perpetually making snnft and subtle transitions from the 
grave to the gay, from the severe to the lively, from facts to 
figures, from statistics to philosophical speculations, from red- 
hot invective to caustic irony, from tlie splendid filth of his 
abuse to the flaming cataracts of his eloquence and poetr}'. 
His manner of ^v^iting has been accused of “ caprice,” but 
unjustly. Burke was a great speculator on style, and v'as 
regulated in most of its movements bj’ the principles of art, as 
well as impelled by the force of genius. He held, for instance, 
that ever}- great sentence or paragraph should contain a thought, 
a sentiment, and an image; and we find this rule attended to 
m all his more elaborate passages. He was long thought a 
“ flower}' and shony ” writer, and contrasted, by Parr and 
others, unfavoprablv ^Tith such writers as Macintosh and even 
Paine. Fc^y^now will have the hardihood to reiterate such 
egregioupnonsense. His flowers were, indeed, numerous; but 
sprang out natural!}-, and were the unavoidable bloom of 
feep and noble thought^ AVe call the foam of a little river 
•froth,” that of Niagara, or the occ.an, “ sprav.’' Burke’s 
imagination was the gi.ant spray of a giant stream, and liis fancy 
resembled the rainbows wliich often appear suspended in it. 
Besides all this, he had unlimited command of words and allu- 
sions. culled from ever}- science, and art. and page of histor}-; 
and this has rendered, and will ever render, his writings legible 
bv those who care ver}' little for his political opinions, and have 
slender interest in the causes he won or lost. Ilis faults were 
not numerous, although ver}- p.alpaMe. He cannot .a’w.ays 
reason with calm conscaitivencss. He s,7.meTimc5 permits, n. it 
so much his imagination, .as his morbidly active intellect and b.is 
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terrible denunciations. He reminded men of that wild-eyed 
prophet, who ran around the wall of doomed Jerusalem till 
he sank down in death, and cried out, “ Woe, woe, woe, to this 
city.” In the utterance of such wild, but musical and meaning 
cries, did Burke breathe out his spirit. 

The “Regicide Peace ” contains no passages so well known as 
some in the Reflections, but has, on the whole, a profounder 
vein of thinking, a bolder imagery, a richer and more peculiar 
language, as well as certain long and high-wrought paragraphs, 
which have seldom been surpassed. Such is his picture of 
Carnot, “ snorting away the fumes of the undigested blood of 
his sovereign; ” his comparison of the revolutionary France to 
Algiers; Im description of a supposed entrance of the Regicide 
ambassadors into London; and the magnificent counsels he 
gives Pitt as to what he thought should have been his manner 
of conducting the war. As we think this one of the noblest 
swells of poetic prose in the language, and have never seen it 
quoted, or even alluded to by former critics, we shall give it 
entire: 

“After such an elaborate display had been made of the 
injustice and insolence of an enemy, who seems to have been 
irritated by every one of the means which had commonly 
been used with effect to soothe the rage of intemperate power, 
the natural result would be, that the scabbard in which we in 
vain attempted to plunge our sword, should have been thrown 
away with scorn. It would have been natural, that, rising in 
the fulness of their might, insulted majesty, despised dignity, 
violated justice, rejected supplication, patience goaded into fury, 
would have poured out all the length of the rems upon all the 
VTath they had so long restrained. It might have been expected 
that, emulous of the glory of the youthful hero (Archduke Chgrles 
of Austria) in alliance unth him, touched by the example of 
what one man, well formed and well placed, may do in the rnb^t^' 
desperate state of affairs, convinced there is a courage of the 
cabinet full as powerful, and far less vulgar, than that of the 
field, our minister would have changed the whole line of that 
useless prosperous prudence, which had hitherto produced all 
the effects of the blindest temerity. If he found his situation 
full of danger (and I do not deny that it is perilous in the extreme), 
he must feel that it is also full of glory, and that he is placed on 
a stage, than which no muse of fire, that had ascended the highest 
n of invention, could imagine anything more awful and 
It was hoped that, in this swelling scene in which he 
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liirn of Ins tdlic.s, and end'-avourod to recover tho.'.e wlinm their 
fearr. had led astray; that he would have rekindled the martial 
ardour of his citir.onr. ; that he would have held out to them 
the example of their tinccslry, the asserler of Europe, and the 
scourge of French ambition; that he would have reminded them 
of a posterity v/hich, if this nefarious robbery, under the fraudu- 
lent name and false colour of a government, should in full power 
be scaled in the heart of Europe, must for ever he consigned to 
vice, impiety, liarbarism, and the most ignominious slavery of 
fx)dy and mind. In so holy a cause, it was presumed that he 
would (as in the Ix-ginning of the war he did) have opened all 
the temples, and, with prayer, with fiisting, and with supplica- 
tion (better directed than to the grim Moloch of regicide in 
France), have called upon us to raise that united cry which 
has so often stormed heaven, and, with a pious violence, jorced 
doion blessings upon a repentant people. It was hoped that, 
when he had invoked upon his endeavours the favourable regards 
of the protector of the human race, it would be seen that his 
menaces to the enemy, and his prayers to the Almighty, were 
not followed, but accompanied, Avith corresponding action. It 
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was hoped that his shrUling trumpet should be heard; not to 
announce a show, but to sound a charge,” 

We come now to him as an orator. And here we must 
correct a prevailing misconception. Many seem to imagine 
that he had no power of oratorical impression; that he was 
a mere “ dinner-bell; ” and that all his speeches, however 
splendid, fell stUl-bom from liis lips. So far was this from 
being the case, that his very first orations in parliament — 
those, namely, on the Stamp Act — delivered when he had yet 
a reputation to make, according to Johnson, “ filled the town 
wth wonder;” an effect which, we fancy, their mere merit, 
if unaccompanied by some energy and interest of delivery, 
could hardly have produced. So long as he was in office under 
Lord Rockingham, and under the Coalition Ministry, he was 
listened to with deference and admiration. His speech against 
Hastings was waited for with greater eagerness, and heard 
with greater admiration, than any of that brilliant series, 
except, perhaps, Sheridan’s on the Beg^ Charge; and in its 
closing passage, impeaching Hastings “ in the name of Human 
Nature itself,” it rose, even as to effect, to a height incompar- 
ably above any of the rest. His delivery, indeed, and voice 
were not first rate, but only fribbles or fools regard such things 
much, or at least long, in a true orator; and when Burke became 
fully roused, his minor defects were always either surmounted 
by himself, or forgotten by others. The r^ secret of his parlia- 
mentary unpopularity, in his later years, lay, first, in the envy 
with which his matchless powers were regarded; secondly, in 
his fierce and ungovernable temper, and the unguarded violence 
of his language; thirdly, in the uncertainty of his position and 
circumstances; and, lastly, in the fact, as Johnson has it, that 
“ while no one could deny that he spoke well, yet all granted 
that he spoke too often and too long,” His soul, besides, 
generally soared above his audience, and sometimes forgot to 
return. In honest Goldsmith’s version of it. 

Too deep for his hearers, he went on refining. 

And thought of convincing, while they thought of dining. 

But he could never be put down to the last, and might, had 
he chosen, have contested the cheap palm of instant popu- 
larity even with the most voluble of his rivals. But the “ play 
was not worth the candle.” He mingled, indeed, with then- 
temporary conflicts; but it was like a god descending from Ida 
to the phains of Troy, and sharing in the vulgar shock of arms 
with a high celestial purpose in view. He was, in fact, ove^ 
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certain waync irr.prra.it'n th.at it v..as :;o;nr;hi:v.; yrrat and 
splendid, tmly nut vrty intrl!i;:;li!'-. and not .at all pr.rctic.al. 
In fact, the htiliianr?’ of hty i:n..iy":nati’>n, ;'.n<l t!u: resiles^ jday 
of his inyennity, rerved oft^n to ronoral tlm •’olid clrpth .and 
pr.actical hearings of his wisdom. Mrn ;Hld‘'m i;ive a famous 
m.an credit for all tlm f.-’.enUics he posses sv-. If they darr not 
deny his genius, tlicy tlcny his sense; nr. if they an; obliged to 
.admit his sen'c. they question his genius. If jie is strong, he 
/cannot Ik; hc-atitiful, and if (hmuliful. he must he weak. That 
Burke stifiercd much from this f;ilsc and narrow style of criticism, 
is unquestionable ; hnl that he w.as ever the gigantic bore on the 
floor of the House of Commons which some pretend, we venture 
to doubt. 'Hie fact was probably tins — on small matters he 
was thought prosy, and coughed down, hut, wltcnevcr there 
was a large load to he lifted, u great question to he discussed — 
a Hastings to be crushed, or a l-'rcnch revolution to be analy.scd 
— the eyes of the house instinctively tvirncd to the scat where 
the profound and brilliant man w.as seated, and their hearts 
irresistibly acknowledged, at times, what their longues and 
prejudices often denied. 

And yet it is amusing to find, from a statement of Burke’s 
own, that the Whigs whom he had deserted solaced themselves 
; for the unparalleled success of the Reflections on the French 
Revolution, by underrating it in a literary point of view. Is 
this the spirit of real or of mock humility in which he speaks, 
i jii his “ Appeal from the New to the Old WTiigs ? ” “ The gentle- 
/■ men who m the name of the party have passed sentence on Mr. 
Burke’s book in the light of literary criticism, arc judges above 
all challenge. He did not indeed flatter himself tliat, ns a 
writer, he could claim the approbations of men whose talents, 
N 3i8 
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in his judgment and in the public judgment, approach to 
prodigies, if ever such persons should be disposed to estimate 
the merit of a composition upon the standard of their, oivn 
ability.” Surely this must be ironical, else it would seem an 
act of voluntary humility as absurd as though De Quincey were 
deferring in matters of philosophy or style to the “ superior 
judgment ” of some of our American or St. Andrews made 
doctors; or as though Mrs. Stowe were to dedicate her next 
novel to the author of the Coming Struggle.” Pretty critics 
they were! Think of the glorious eloquence, wisdom, passion, 
and poetry, the “ burning coals of juniper, sharp arrows of the 
strong,” to be found in every page of the Reflections, sneered 
at by two men, at least, not one of whose works is now read — 
by the writer of a farrago like the Spital Sermon,” or by the 
author of such illegible dulness as the History of James II., 
or even by Sheridan, with his clever, heartless plays, and the 
brilliant falsetto of his speeches; or even by Macintosh, with 
the rhetorical logic and forced flowers of his Viniicice Gallicce. 
Surely Burke did, in his heart, appeal from their tribunal to 
that of a future age. To do Macintosh justice, he learned after- 
wards to form a far loftier estimate of the auAor of the Refkc- 
Hons. He was, soon after the publication of his Vindicic^ 
Gallicce, invited to spend some days at Beaconsfield. There he 
found the old giant, now toying on the carpet with little children, 
now cracking bad jokes and the vilest of puns, and now pouring 
out magnificent thoughts and images. In the course of a week’s 
animated discussion on the French Revolution, and many 
cognate subjects, Macintosh was completely converted to 
Burke s views, and came back impressed with an opinion of 
his genius and character, far higher than his writings had given 
him. Indeed, his speech in defence of Peltier — by much the 
most eloquent of his published speeches — bears on it the fiery 
traces of the influence which Burke had latterly exerted on bis 
rnind. The early sermons, too, and the " Apology for the Liberty 
of the Press,” by Hall, are less coloured, than created by the 
power which Burke’s writings had exerted on his dawning 
genius. But more of this afterwards. 

\\’hat a pitj’' that Boswell had not been bom a twin, and that 
the brother had not attached himself as fondly and faithfully 
to Burke, as Jemmy to Johnson! Boswell’s Life of Burke 
v-^uld nmo have been even more popular than Boswell’s Life 
if Johnson’s sayings were more pointed and 
wi ty, Burkes were profounder and sublimer far. Johnson 
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had lived as much with bonks and with certain classes of men, 
but Burke had conversed more wiili the silent company of 
thoughts; and all grand generalisations were to him palpable, 
familiar, and life-like as a gallcrj' of pictures. Johnson was a 
lazy, slumbering giant, seldom moving himself except to strangle 
the flics which buzzed about his nostrils ; Burke wrought like a 
Cyclops in his cave. Johnson, not Burke, was the master of 
amplification, from no povcrt)% but from indolence: he often 
oiled out sounding surges of commonplace, with no bark and 
ittle beauty, upon the swell of the wave; Burke’s mind, as we 
lave seen before, was morbidly active; it was impatient of 
ircular movement round an idea, or of noise and agitation 
without progress: his motto ever was “ Onwards,” and his 
loquence always bore the stamp of thought. Johnson looked 
it all things through an atmosphere of gloom; Burke was of a 
nore sanguine temperament; and if cobwebs did at any time 
;ather, the breath of his anger or of his industty speedily blew 
hem avt^y. Johnson had mingled principally with scholars, 
»r the middle class of the community ; Burke was brought early 
statesmen, the nobility and gentry, and this 
.old both upon his private manners and upon his knowledge 
human nature. Johnson’s mind was of the sharp, strong, 
prder; Burke’s, of the subtle, deep, revolving sort; as 
^Idsmith said, he “ wound into everj' subject like a serpent.” 
Both were honest, fearless, and pious men; but, while Burke’s 
lonesty sometimes put on a court dress, and his fearlessness 
>ometimes “ licked the dust,” and his piety could stand at ease, 
Johnson in all these points w’as ever roughly and nakedly the 
>ame. Johnson, in wit, the point of individual sentences, and 
n solemn pictures of human life, its sorrows and frailties, w'as 
iboye Burke; but was as far excelled by him in power of general- 
sation, vastiiess of range and reading, exuberance of fancy, 
aanng rhetoric, and in skilful management and varied cadence 
3f style. Johnson had a philosophical vein, but it had never 
received much culture; Burke’s had been carefully fed, and 
failed only at times through the subjects to which it was directed. 
Joh^on’s talk, although more brilliant, memorable, and im- 
posing, was also more set, starched, and produced with more 
efiort tlian Burke’s, who seemed to talk admirably because 
he (^uld not help it, or, as his great rival said, “ because his 
mmd was full.” Johnson was, notwithstanding his large pro- 
portions, of the earth earthy, after all; his wings, like tliose of 
he ostrich, were not commensurate udth his size; Burke, to 
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vast bulk and stature, added pinions which bore him from 
peak to peak, and from one gorgeous tract of “ cloudland ” to 
another. 

Boswell and Prior have preserved only a few specimens 
of Burke’s conversation, which are, however, so rich as to 
excite deep regret that more has not been retained; and a 
conviction that his traditional reputation has not been ex- 
aggerated, and that his talk was the truest revelation of his 
powers. Every one knows the saying of Dr. Johnson, that 
you could not go with Burke under a shed to shun a shower, 
without sa)Tng, “ this is an extraordinary man.” Nor was 
this merely because he could talk cleverly and at random, 
on all subjects, and hit on brilliant things; but that he seemed 
to have weighed and digested his thoughts, and prepared and 
adjusted his language on all subjects, at the same time that 
impulse and excitement were ever ready to sprinkle splendid 
impromptus upon the stream of his speech. He combined 
the precision and perfect preparation of the lectmrer, with the 
ease and fluency of the conversationist. He did not, like some, 
go on throwing out shining paradoxes; or, with others, hot 
gorgeous metaphors, hatched between excitement and vanity; 
or, with others, give prepared and polished orations, disguised 
in the likeness of extempore harangues; or, with others, per- 
petually strive to startle, to perplex, to mystify, and to shine, 
Burke’s talk was that of a thoroughly furnished, gifted, and pro- 
foundly informed man, thinking aloud. His conversation was 
just the course of a great, rich river, winding at its sweet or 
its wild 'wiU — always full, often overflowing; sometimes calm, 
and sometimes fretted and fierce; sometimes level and deep, 
and sometimes starred with spray, or leaping into cataracts; 
sometimes rolling through rich alluvial plains, and sometimes 
through defiles of romantic interest. ^Vho shall venture to give 
us an “ Imaginary Conversation ” between him and Johnson, 
on the subject referred to by Boswell, about the comparative 
merits of Homer and Virgil, or on some similar topic, in a style 
that shall adequately represent the point, roughness, readiness, 
and sense of the onc,_and the subtlety, varied knowledge, glares 
of sudden rnetaphoric illumination crossing the veins of pro- 
found icflcction, which distinguished the other — the “ no, sirs,” 
and the “ therefores” of the one, with the “ huts,” the “ un- 
Icsses,” and the terrible “ excuse me, sirs,” of the other? We 
vender that Savage Landor has never attempted it, and brought 
in poor Bums — the only man then living in Britain quite worthy 
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to be a third party in the dialogue — now to shed his meteor light 
upon the matter of the argument; and now, by his wit or song, 
to soothe and harmonise the minds of the combatants. 

Burke’s talk is now, however, as a whole, irrecoverably lost. 
\Vliat an irrepressible sigh escapes us, as we reflect that this 
is true of so many noble spirits ! Their works may remain with 
us, but that fine aroma which breathed in their conversation, 
that inspired beam which shone in their very eyes, are for ever 
gone. Some of the first of men, indeed, have had nothing 
to lose in this respect. Their conversation was inferior to their 
general powers. Their works were evening shadows, more 
gigantic than themselves. We have, at least, their essence 
preserved in their writings. This probably is true even of 
Shakspere and Milton. But Johnson, Burke, Bums, and 
Coleridge were so constituted, that conversation was the onl)’’ 
magnet that could draw out the full riches of their genius; 
and all of them would have required each his o'svn Siamese twin 
to have accompanied him through life, and, with the pen and 
the patience of Bozzy, to have preserved the continual out- 
pourings of their fertile brains and fluent tongues. We are not, 
however, arguing their superiority to the two just mentioned, 
or to others of a similar stamp, whose \vritings were above their 
talk far the reverse — ^but are simply asserting, that we may 
regret more the comparative meagreness of biography in the 
case of the one class than of the other. 

Burke, in private, was unquestionably one of the most 
blameless of the eminent men of his day. He was, in all his 
mamed life at least, entirely free from the licentiousness of 
Fox, the dissipation of Sheridan, and the hard-drinking habits 
of Pitt. But he was also the most amiable and actively- 
.benevolent of them. Wise as a serpent, he was harmless as a 
dove; and, when the deep sources of his virtuous indignation 
were not touched, gentle as a lamb. "V^Tio has forgot his fatherly 
interest in poor Crabbe — that flower blushing and drooping 
unseen, till Burke lifted it up in his hand, and gave his proteg6 
bread and inunortality? or his kindness to rough, thankless 
Barry, whom he taught and counselled as wisely as if he had 
been a prophet of art, not politics, and as if he had studied 
nothing else but painting (proving thus, besides his tender 
heart, that a habit and power of deep and genuine thinking can 
c^il}’- be transferred from one branch to all, a truth substan- 
^ated, besides, by the well-known aid he gave Sir Joshua 
Reynolds in his' lectures); or last, not least, his Good Samaritan 
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treatment of the wretched street-stroller he met, took home, 
introduced, after hearing her story, to Mrs. Burke, who watched 
over, reformed, and employed her in her service? “These 
are deeds which must not pass away.” Like green laurels 
on the bald head of a Gesar, they add a beauty and softness 
to the grandeur of Burke’s mind, and leave you at a loss (fine 
balance 1 rare alternative! compliment, like a biforked sun- 
beam, cutting two ways!) whether more to love or to admire 
him. Fit it was that he should have passed that noble pane- 
gjnic on Howard, the “ Circumnavigator of Charity,” which now 
stands, and shall long stand, like a mountain before its black 
and envious shadow, over against Carlyle’s late unhappy attack 
on the unrivalled philanthropist. 

We promised a word on Burke’s critics. They have been 
numerous and various. From Johnson, Fox, Laurence, Mac- 
intosh, Wordsworth, Brougham, Hhzlitt, Macaulay, De Quincey, 
Croly, H. Rogers, etc., down to Prior, etc. Johnson gave again 
and again his sturdy verdict in his favour, which was more 
valuable then than it is now. “ If I were,” he said, when once 
ill and unable to talk, “ to meet that fellow Burke to-night, 
it would kill me.” Fox admitted that he had learned more 
from Burke’s conversation than from all his reading and ex- 
perience put together. Laurence, one of his executors, has 
left recorded his glowing sense of his friend’s genius and virtues. 
Of Macintosh’s admiration we have spoken above; although, 
in an article which appeared in the Edinburgh Review, some- 
where in 1830, he seems to modify his approbation; induced 
to this, partly, perhaps, by the influences of Holland House, 
and partly by those chills of age which, falling on the higher 
genius and nature of Burke, served only to revive and stimulate 
him, but which damped whatever glow Macintosh once had. 
Wordsworth’s lofty estimate is given in Lord John Russell’s 
recent biography of Moore, and serves not only to prove what 
his opinion was, but to establish a strong distinction between 
the mere dilcllanie litterateur like Carming, and the mere states- 
man like Pitt, and a man who, like Burke, combined the deepest 
knowledge of politics, and the most unaffected love for literature 
and literary men. Brougham’s estimate, in his Statesmen, etc., 
is not exactly unfair, but fails, first, through his lordship’s 
profound unlikeness, in heart, habits, kind of culture, taste, 
and genius, to the subject of his critique — (Burke, to name 
two or three distinctions, was always a careful, while Brougham 
IS often an extempore, thinker. Burke is a Cicero, and some- 
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thing far more; Brougham aspires to be a Demosthenes, and 
is something far less. Burke reasons philosophically — a mode 
of ratiocination which, as we have seen, can be employed uith 
advantage on almost all subjects; Brougham reasons geometri- 
cally, and is one of those who, according to .tVristotle, are sure 
to err when they turn their mathematical method to moral 
or mental themes. Burke’s process of thought resembles the 
swift S5*nthetic algebra; Brougham’s, the slow, plodding, 
geometric anal}*sis. Burke had prophetic insight, earnest- 
ness, and poetic fire; Brougham has matv^ellous acuteness, 
the earnestness of passion, and the fire of temperament. Burke 
had genuine imagination; Brougham has little or none); and, 
second, through his prodigious exaggeration of Burke’s rivals, 
who, because they were near and around, appear to him cognate 
and equal, if not superior; even as St. Peter’s is said to be 
lessened in effect by some tall but tasteless buildings in the 
neighbourhood; and as the giant Ben Jlacdhui ivas long con- 
cealed by the loft\' but subordinate hills which crush in aroimd 
him. 

Hazlitt, Macaulay, and Be Quincey have all seen Burke 
in a truer light, and praised him in the spirit of a more generous 
nnd richer recognition. Hazlitt has made, he tells us, some 
dozen attempts to describe Burke’s style, without pleasing him- 
self — so subtie and evasive he found its elements, and so strange 
the compound in it of matter-of-fact, speculation, and poetic 
eloquence. His \news of him, too, veered about several times 

at least they seem ver}’^ different in his papers in the Ediidittrgh 
Review, and in his acknowledged essaj^; although we believe 
that at heart he alw’a}^ admired him to enthusiasm, and is often 
his unconscious imitator. Macaulay has also a thorough appre- 
ciation of Burke, the more that he is said to fancy — ^it is nothing 
more than a fanc)^ — ^that there is a striking resemblance between 
his hero and himself! De Quincev, foUovring in this Coleridge, 
has felt, and eloquently expressed. Iris immeasurable contempt 
for those who praise Burke’s fancy at the expense of his intellect. 
Dr. Croly has published a Political Life of Burhe, full of eloquence 
and fervid paneg^ndc, as well as of strong discrimination ; Burke 
is manifestly his master, nor has he found an unworthy disciple. 
Henry Rogers has edited and prefaced an edition of Burke's 
works, but the prefixed essay, although able, is hardl}* worthy 
of the author of Reason and Faith, and its eloquence is of a 
laborious, mechanical sort. And Hall has, in his “ Apolog\* for the 
Liberty of the Press,” which was in part a reply to the Re'fieciions, 
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painted him by a few beautiful touches, less true, however, than 
they are beautiful; and his pamphlet, although carefuUy 
modelled on the writings of his opponent, is not to be named 
beside them in depth, compass of thought, richness of imagery, 
or variety and natursd vigour of style; his splendour, compared- 
to Burke’s, is stiff; his thinking and his imagery imitative — 
no more than in the case of Macaulay do you ever feel your- 
self in contact with a “ great virgin mind,” melting down 
through the heat and weight of its own exhaustless wealth, 
although, in absence of faidt, stateliness of manner, and occa- 
sional polished felicities of expression, HaU is superior even to 
Burke. 

That Burke was Junius, we do not beheve; but that Burke 
had to do with the composition of some of these celebrated 
letters, we are as certain as if we had seen his careful front, 
and dim, but searching eyes looking through his spectacles 
over the MS. He was notoriously (see Prior’s Life) in the secret 
of their authorship. Johnson thought him the only man then 
alive capable of writing them. Hall’s objection, that “ Burke’s 
great power was amplification, while that of Junius was con- 
densation,” sprung, we think, from a totally mistaken idea of 
the very nature of Burke’s mind. There is far more condensed 
thinking and ivriting in many parts of Burke than in Junius 
— the proof of which is, that no prose wniter in the language, 
except, perhaps. Dean Swift, has had so many single sentences 
so often quoted. That the moiton of the mind of Junius differs 
materially from Burke’s, is granted; but we could account for 
this (even although we contended, which we do not, that he 
was the sole author), from the awkwardness of the position in 
which the anonymous would necessarily place him. He would 
become like a man writing with his left hand. The mask would 
confine as well as disguise him. He durst not venture on that 
free and soaring movement which was natural to him. 
ever heard of a man in a mask swaying a broadsword? He 
always uses a stiletto, or a dagger. Many of the best things 
in “ Junius ” are in one of Burke’s manners; for, as we have 
seen, many manners and styles were his. He said to Boswell, 
in reference to Croft’s Life of Young, “ It is not a good imitation 
of Johnson: he has the nodosities of the oak, without its strength 
the contortions of the sibyl, without her inspiration.” Junius 
says of Sir W. Draper, “ He has all the melancholy madness of 
poetr}-, without the inspiration.” How like to many sentences 
in Burke are such expressions as these (speaking of Wilkes): — 
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'* The gentle breath of peace would leave him on the surface, 
unruffled and unremoved; it is only the tempest ^Yhich lifts 
!iim from his place.” We could quote fifty pithy sentences 
from Junius and from Rurkc. which, placed in parallel columns, 
would convince an unprejudiced critic that they conic from the 
same mind.^ It is the union in both of point, polish, and con- 
centration — a union reminding you of the deep yet shining 
sentences of Tacitus — that establishes tlie identity. Junius 
has tivo salts in his sWlc — the sal acridum, and the sal Atticum. 
Sir Philip Francis was equal to the supply of the first; Burke 
alone to that of the second. It adds to the evidence for this 
theor}% that Burke was fond of anonymous wiling, and that in 
it he occasionally “ changed his voice,” and personated other 
minds: think of his ” Vindication of Natural Society in the 
Manner of Lord BoHngbroke.” He often, too, assisted other 
v.Titers sub rosa, such as Barr^’ and Reynolds, in their prelec- 
tions on painting. We believe, in short, this to be the truth on 
the subject: he was in tlic confidence of the Junius Qub — for a 
club it certainly ^Yas; he overlooked many of the letters (Prior 
asserts that he once or tivicc spoke of what was to be the sub- 
stance of a letter the day before it appeared); and he supplied 
many of his inimitable touches, just as Lord Jeffrey was wont 
to add spice even to some of Hazlitt’s articles in the Edinburgh 
Revicio. So that he could tlius very safely and honestly deny, 
as he repeatedly did, that he was the author of Junius, and yet 
be connected with the authorship of the letters. 

We come, lastly, to speak of the influences which Burke 
has exerted upon his and our times. This has been greater 
than most even of his admirers believe. He was one of the 
few parent minds which the world has produced. Well does 
Bums call him ” Daddie Burke.” And both politics and litera- 
ture owe filial obligations to his unbounded genius. In politics 
he has been the father of moderate Conservatism, which is, at 

^ Amid the innumerable full-grown beauties, or even hints of beauties, 
borrowed by after-writers from Burke, wc have just noticed one, which 
Macintosh, in his famous letter to Hall, has appropriated without acknow- 
ledgment. It is where he speaks of Hall turning from literature, etc,, 
to the far nobler task of “ remembering the forgotlen," etc. This grand 
simplicity, of which Macintosh was altogether incapable, may be found in 
Burke’s pauegyric ou Howard, Indeed, we wish we had time to go over 
Burke’s works, and to prove that a vast number of the profound or bril- 
Uant things that have since been uttered (disguised or partially altered), 
in most of our favourite writers on grave subjects, present and past, are 
stolen from the great fountain mind of the eighteenth century. We mav 
do so on some future occasion; and let the plagiarists tremble! Enough 
at present. 
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least, a tempering of Toryism, if not its sublimation. That 
conservatism in politics and in church matters exists now in 
Britain, is, we believe, mainly owing to the genius of two men — 
Burke and Coleridge. In literature, too, he set an example 
that has been widely followed. He unintentionally, and by the 
mere motion of his powerful mind, broke the chains in which 
Johnson was binding our style and criticism, without, however, 
going back himself, or leading back others, to the laxity of the 
Addisonian manner. All good and vigorous English styles 
since — that of Godwin, that of Foster, that of Hall, that of 
Horsley, that of Coleridge, that of Jeffrey, that of Hazhtt, that 
of De Quincey, that of the TlffidS' newspaper — are much indebted 
to the power with which Burke stirred the stagnant waters of 
our literature, and by which, while professedly an enemy of 
revolutions, he himself established one of the greatest, most 
beneficial, and most lasting — that, namely, of a new, more 
impassioned, and less conventional mode of addressing the 
intellects and hearts of men. 

Latterly, another change has threatened to come over us. 
Some men of genius have imported from abroad a mangled 
and mystic Germanism, which has been for awhile the rage. 
This has not, however, mingled kindly with the current of our 
literature. The philosophic language or jargon — and it is 
partly both — of the Teutons has not been weU assimilated, or 
thoroughly digested among us. From its freguent and affected 
use, it is fast becoming a nuisance. While thmkers have gladly 
availed themselves of all that is really valuable in its terminology, 
pretenders have still more eagerly sought shelter for their conceit 
or morbid weakness under its shield. The stuff, the verbiage, 
the mystic bewilderment, the affectation, the disguised common- 
place, which every periodical almost now teems with, under the 
form of this foreign phraseology, are enormous, and would 
require a Swift, in a new Tale of a Tub, or Battle of the Books, 
to expose them. 

We fancy, however, we see a reaction coming. Great is the 
Anglo-Saxon, the language of Shakspere and Byron, and it 
shall yet prevail over the feeble refinements of the small 
mimics of the Teutonic giants. Germany was long Britain’s 
humble echo and translator. Britain, please God I shall never 
become its shadow. Our thought, too, and faith, which have 
suffered from the same cause, are in due time to recover; nay, 
process of restoration is begun. And among other remedies 
for die e\-il, while yet it in a great measure continues, we strongly 
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recommend a recurrence to the works of our great classics in 
the past; and, among their bright lists, let not hivt be forgotten, 
who, apart from his genius, his worth, and liis political achieve- 
ments, has in his works presented so many titles to be con- 
sidered not only as the iacilr princeps among the \mters of his 
o'nm time (although this itself were high distinction), but as one 
of the first authors who, in any age or countr)*, ever speculated 
or wTOte. 


C'O 



SHAKSPERE— A LECTURE^ 


If a clergyman^ thirty years ago, had announced a lecture 
on Shakspere, he might, as a postscript, have annoimced the 
resignation of his charge, if not the abandonment of his office. 
Times are now changed, and men are changed along with them. 
The late Dr. Hamilton of Leeds, one of the most pious and 
learned clergymen in England, has left, in his NiigcB LUerarics, 
a genial paper on Shakspere, and was never, so far as I know, 
challenged thereanent. And if you ask me one reason of this 
curious change, I answer, it is the long-continued presence of 
the spirit of Shakspere, in all its geniality, breadth, and power, 
in the midst of our society and literature. He is among us like 
an unseen ghost, colouring our language, controlling our impres- 
sions, if not our thoughts, swa)dng our imaginations, sweetening 
our tempers, refining our tastes, purifying our mann ers^ and 
effecting all this by ffie simple magic of his genius, and through 
a medium — that of dramatic writing and representation — origih- 
ally the humblest, and not yet the highest, form in which poetry 
and passion have chosen to exhibit themselves. Waiving, at 
present, the consideration of Shakspere in this form — the drama- 
tist, let us look at him now in his essence — the poet. But, first, 
does any one ask, What is a poet? What is the ideal of the 
somewhat indefinite, but large and swelling term — ^poet? I 
answer, the greatest poet is the man who most roundly, clearly, 
easily, and strikingly, reflects, represents, and reproduces, in an 
imaginative form, his own sight or observation, his own heart 
or feeling, his own histor)’" or experience, his own memory or 
knowledge, his own imagination or dream — sight, heart, history, 
memory, and imagination, which, so far as they are faithfully 
represented from lus consciousness, do also reflect the conscious- 
ness of general humanity. The poet is more a mirror than a 
maker; he ma}'-, indeed, unite vuth his reflective power others, 
such as that of forming, infusing into his song, and thereby 

, * ba\^ng been originally delivered as a lecture, ttc have decided 
®^ould retain the shape. “Shakspere: a Sketch,” would look, 
Md be, a ludicrous idea. As well a mountain in a flower-pot, as Shak- 
k J" a sinple sketch. A sketch seeks to draw, at least, an outline of 
^ lecture, so much is not necessarily expected. From A 
Thnd GAUry of Ulcran- Portrails, 1854. 
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"lorifyinq a piirticulAr crcci} or 5chcmc of speculation ; but, 
just .as surrly as .a rainbow, risint' be tween two opposing countries 
or armies, is but a feeble biilwark, so, the real power of poctr}’ 
is, not in consersann, nor in rosisrimr, nor in supporting, nor in 
dcsiroyinp, but in mockly .nml fully rcflcctinp.pncl yet recreating 
and beautifying all things. I’oeUy, said Aristotle, is imiialion ; 
this celebrated aphorism is only true in one acceptation. If it 
mean that poetry is in the first instance prompted by a conscious 
imitation of the beautiful, which gradually blossoms into the 
higher shape of unconscious rcscmblaurr. we demur. But if 
by imitation is mc.ant the process by which love for the beautiful 
in art or nature, at first silent and despairing, as the child’s 
affection for the star, strcngllicns, and strcngtlicns still, till the 
admired quality is transfused into the vciy' Ixiing of the admirer, 
who then pours it back in eloquence or in song, so sweetly and 
melodiously, tliat it seems to be flowing from an original fountain 
in his own brc.ast; :f Uiis be the meaning of the sage when he 
savs that poetry' is imitation, he is unquestionably right. Poctn.' 
is just the saying Amen, with a full heart .and a clear voice, to 
the varied symphonies of nature, as they echo through the 
vaulted and solemn aisles of the poet’s own soul. 

It follows, from this notion of poctr)', that in it there is 
no such thing as absolute origination or creation; its Bclight 
simply evolves the element which already has existed amidst 
the darkness — it docs not call it into existence. It follows, again, 
that the grand distinction between philosophy and poetry is, 
that while the former tries to trace things to tlieir causes, and 
to see them as a great naked abstract scheme, poct^ catches 
them as they are, in the concrete, and with all their verdure 
and flush about them; for even philosophicxd truths, ere poetry 
will reflect them, must be personifled into life, and thus fitted 
to stand before her mirror. The ocean does not act as a prism 
to the sun — docs not divide and analyse his light — but simply 
shows him as he appears to her in the full crown-royal of his 
beams. It follows still farther, that the attitude of the time 
poet is exceedingly simple and sublime. He is not an inquirer, 
asking curious questions at the universe — not a tyrant speculator, 
applying to it the splendid torture of investigation ; his attitude 
is that of admiration, reception, and praise. He loves, looks, 
is enlightened, and shines — even as Venus receives and renders 
back the light of her parent sun. 

If, then, the greatest poet be the widest, simplest, and clear^t 
reflector of nature and man, surely we may claim this high 
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honour for Shakspere — ^the eighth wonder of the world. “ Of 
all men/’ says Dryden, “ he had the largest and most compre- 
hensive soul! ” You find everything included in him, just as 
you find that the blue sky folds around all things, and after 
every new discovery made in her boundless domains, seems to 
retire quietly back; into her own greatness, like a queen, and to 
say, “I am richer than aU my possessions;” thus Shakspere 
never suggests the thought of being exhausted, any more than 
the sigh of an .(Eolian l3ue, as the breeze is spent, intimates 
that the mighty billows of the air shall surge no more, Respon- 
sive as such a lyre to aU the sweet or strong infiuences of nature, 
she must cease to speak, ere he can cease to respond. I can 
never think of that great brow of his, but as a large lake-looking- 
glass, on which, when you gaze, you see all passions, persons, 
and hearts: here, suicides striking their own breasts, there, 
sailors staggering upon drunken shores; here, kings sitting in 
purple, and there, clowns making mouths behind their backs; 
here, demons in the shape of man, and there, angek in the form 
of women; here, heroes bending their mighty bows, and there, 
hangmen adjusting their greasy ropes; here, witches picking 
poisons, and culling infernal simples for their caldron, and 
there, joiners and weavers enacting their piece of very tragical 
mirth, amid the moonlight of the Midsummer Night' s Dream ; 
here, statesmen uttering their ancient saws, and tiiere, watch- 
men finding “ modem instances ” amid the belated revellers 
of the streets ; here, misanthropes cursing their day, and there, 
pedlars making merry with the lasses and lads of the village 
fair; here, Mooncalfs, like Caliban, throwing forth eloquent 
curses and blasphemy, and there, maidens like Miranda, “ sole- 
sitting ” by summer seas, beautiful as foam-bells of the deep; 
here, fairies dancing like motes of glory across the stage, and 
there, hush! it is the grave that has yawned, and, lo! the 
buried majesty of Denmark has joined the motley throng, which 
pauses for a moment to tremble at his presence. Such the spec- 
tacle presented on that great mirror! How busy it is, and yet 
how stUlI How melancholy, and yet how mirthful! Magical 
as a dream, and yet sharp and distinct as a picture! How 
fluctuating, yet how fixed ! “ It trembles, but it cannot pass 
away.” It is the world — the world of every age — the miniature 
of the universe I 

The times of Shakspere require a minute’s notice in our hour’s 
analysis of his genius. They were times of a vast upheaving in 
the public mind. Protestantism, that strong man-child, had 
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profess to understand, after all that has been written regarding 
it. Still he seems to me but a shade, without shape, limit, or 
local habitation; having nothing but power, beauty,, and 
grandeur. I cannot reconcile him to life, present or past. 
Like a brownie, he has done the work of his favourite house- 
hold, imheard and unseen. His external history is, in his own 
language, a blank; his internal, a puzzle, save as we may 
dubiously gather it from the escapes of his sonnets, and the 
masquerade of his plays. 

O Cuckoo, shall I call thee bird. 

Or but a wandering voice ? 

A munificent and modest benefactor, he has knocked at the 
door of the human family at night; thrown in inestimable 
wealth as if he had done a guilty thing; and the sound of his 
feet dying away in the distance is all the tidings he has given 
of himself. 

Indeed, so deep still are the uncertainties surrounding the 
history of Shakspere, that I sometimes wonder that the process 
applied by Strauss to the Life of our Saviour has not been 
extended to his. A Life of Shakspere, on tliis worthy model, 
would be a capital exercise for some aspiring sprig of Straussism 1 

I pass to speak of the qualities of his genius. First of these, 
I name a quality to which I have already alluded — his uni- 
versality. He belongs to all ages, all lands, all ranks, all faiths, 
all professions, all characters, and all intellects. And why? 
because his eye pierced through all that was conventional, and 
fastened on all that was eternal in man. He knew that in 
humanity there was one heart, one nature, and that “ God had 
made of one blood all nations who dwell on the face of the 
earth.” He saw the same heart palpitating through a myriad 
faces — the same nature shining amid all varieties of customs, 
manners, languages, and laws — the same blood rolling red and 
warm below innumerable bodies, dresses, and forms. It was 
not, mark you, the universality of indifference — it was not that 
he loved all beings alike — it was not that he liked lago as well 
as Imogen, Bottom or Bardolph as well as Hamlet or Othello; 
but that he saw, and showed, and loved, in proportion to its 
degree, so much of humanity as aU possessed. Nature, too, he 
had watched \vith a wide yet keen eye. Alike the spur of the 
rooted pine-tree and the “ grey ” gleam of the willow leaf droop- 
ing over the death-stream of Ophelia — (he was the first in 
' Hazlitt, to notice that the leaf is grc}' only on the 
side which bends dovm) — the nest of the temple-haunting 
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martlet with his “ loved masonry/’ and the eagle eyrie which 
“ buildeth on the cedar’s top^ and dallies with the wind and 
scorns the sun ” — the forest of Ardcn^ and the “ blasted heath 
of Forres ” — the “ still vexed Bermoothes, and the woods of 
Crete ” — " the paved fountains/’ “ rushing brooks/' “ pelting 
rivers/' the beached margents of the sea,” “ sweet summer 
buds/’ “ hoary-headed frosts/’ " chiding autumn/’ “ angry 
winter/’ the “ sun robbing the vast sea/’ and the “ moon her 
pale fire snatching from the sun 1 ” 

Flowers of all hues — 

Hot lavender, mints, savors*, marjoram, 

The marigold that goes to bed with the sun, 

And with him rises weeping; daffodils 
That come before the swallow dares, and take 
The wnds of March with beauty; violets dim 
But sweeter than the lids of J uno’s eyes. 

Or Cythcrea’s breath — pale primroses. 

That die unmarried ere they can behold 
Bright Phoebus in his strength — 

^bold ox lips and 

The Crowm, Imperial — lilies of all kinds ” — 

such are a few of the natural objects which the genius of Shak- 
spere has tra^plantcd into his own garden, and covered tvith 
the dew of immortality. He sometimes lingers beside such 
lovely things, but more frequently he touches them as he 
IS hurrying on to an object. He paints as does the lightning, 
which, while rushing to its aim, shows in fiery relief all inter- 
mediate objects. Like an arrowy river, his mark is the sea, 
but every cloud, tree, and tower is reflected on its way, and 
serves to beautify and to dignify the waters. Frank, all- 
embracing, and unselecting is the motion of his genius. Like 
the sun-rays, which, secure in their o^vn purity and directness, 
pass fearlessly through all deep, dark, intricate, or unholy 
places — equally illustrate the crest of a serpent and the wing of 
a bird, pause on the summit of an ant-hillock as well as on the 
brow of Hont Blanc — ^take up as a little thing alike the crater 
of the volcano and the shed cone of the pine, and after they 
have, in one wide charity, embraced all shaped and sentient 
things, expend their waste strength and beauty upon the inane 
space beyond — ^thus does the imagination of Shakspere count 
uo subject or object too low, and none too high, for its compre- 
hensive and incontrollable sweep. 

I have named impersonaliiy, as his next quality. The term 
seems strange and rare — ^the thing is scarcer still: I mean by it 
that Shakspere, when Writing, thought of nothing but his sub- 
o 348 
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ject, never of himself. Snatching from an Italian novel, or an 
ill-translated Plutarch’s Lives, the facts of his play, his only 
question was, Can these dry bones live? How shall I impreg- 
nate them with force, and make them fully express the meaning 
and beauty which they contain? Many writers set to work in 
a very difierent style : one in all his writings wishes to magnify 
his own powers, and his solitary bravo is heard resounding at 
the close of every paragraph. Another wishes to imitate another 
writer — a base ambition, pardonable only in children. A third, 
scorning slavish imitation, wishes to emulate some one school 
or class of authors. A fourth writes deliberately and professedly 
ad captandum vidgus. A fifth, worn to dregs, is perpetual!)' 
wishing to imitate his former doings, like a child crying to get 
yesterday back again. Shakspere, when writing, thought no 
more of himself, or other authors, than the sun when shining 
thinks of Sirius, of the stars composing the Great Bear, or of 
his own proud array of beams. 

This unconsciousness, or impersonality, I have always held 
to be the highest style of genius. I am aware, indeed, of a 
subtle objection. It has been said by a high authority — John 
Sterling — that men of genius are conscious, not of what is 
peculiar in the individusd, but of what is universal in the race; 
of what characterises, not a man, but man; not of their own 
individual genius, but of the Great Spirit moving within their 
minds. Yet what in reality is this but the unconsciousness 
for which the author, to whom Sterling is replying, contends. 
When we say that men of genius, in their highest moods, are 
unconscious, we mean, not that these men become the mere 
tubes through which a foreign influence descends, but that 
certain emotions or ideas so fill and possess them, as to produce 
temporary forgetfulness of themselves, save as the passive 
though intelligent instruments of the feeling or the thought. 
It is true that afterwards self may suggest the reflection — the 
fact that we have been selected to receive and convey such 
melodies proves our breadth and fitness — it is from the oak, not 
the reed, that the wnd elicits its deepest music; but, in the 
first place, this thought never takes place at the same time with 
the true afflatus, and is almost inconsistent with its presence — 
it is a mere after inference; — an inference, secondly, which is 
not always made; — nay, thirdly, an inference which is often 
rejected, when the prophet, off the stood, feels tempted to regard 
with suspicion or shuddering disgust the result of his raptmed 
hour of inspiration. Milton seems to have shrunk back at 
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the retrospect of the height he had reached in the Paradise 
Lost, and preferred his Paradise Regained. Shakspcre, having 
written his tragic miracles under a more entire self-abandonment, 
became in his sonnets, owing to a reflex act of sagacity, aware 
of what feats he had done. Bunyan is carried on, through all 
the stages of his immortal pilgrimage, like a child in the leading- 
strings of her nurse, but, after looking back upon its contem- 
plated course, begins, with all the harmless vanity of a child 
(see the prefatory poem to the second part), to crow over the 
achievement. Bums, while composing “ Tam o’ Shanter,” felt 
little else than the animal rapture of the excitement; it dawned 
on him afterwards that he had produced his finest poem. Thus 
all gifted spirits do best when they know not what they do. 
The boy Tell was great. 

Nor knew how great be was. 

I mention next his humanity. It was said of Bums, that if 
you had touched his hand it would have burned yours. And 
although Shakspcre, being a far broader and greater, was, con- 
sequently, a calmer man, yet I would not have adtdsed any very 
timid person to have made the same experiment tvith him. 
Poor Hartley Coleridge A\Tote a clever paper, in Blachvood, 
entitled, “ Shakspcre a Tory and a Gentleman; ” I wsh some 
one had answered it, under the title, “ Shakspere a Radical and 
^.Han.” A man’s heart beats in his every line. He loves, 
pities, feels for, as well as with, the meanest of his fellow “ human 
mortals.” He addresses men as brothers, and as brothers have 
they responded to his voice. 

I need scarcely speak of his simplicity. He was a child as 
well as a man. His poetry, in the language of Pitt, comes 

sweetly from nature.” It is a “ gum ” oozing out without 
effort or consciousness: occasionally, indeed (for I do not, like 
the Germans, believe in the infallibility of Shakspere), he con- 
descends to' indite a certain swelling, rumbling bombast, espe- 
cially when he is speaking through the mouth of kings; but 
even his bomb^t comes rolling out with an ease and a gusto, 
a' pomp and a prodigality, which are quite delightful. Shak- 
spere’s nonsense is like no other body’s nonsense. It is always 
the nonsense of a great genius. A dignitary of the Church of 
England went once to hear Robert Hall. After listeiung with 
delight to that great preacher, he called at his house. He found 
him lying on the floor, Avith his children performing somersets 
over him. He lifted up his hands in wonder, and exclaimed. 
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“Is that the great Robert Hall?” — “Oh,” replied Hall, “1 
have all my nonsense out of the pulpit, you have all yours in 
it.” So Shakspere, after having done a giant’s work, could take 
a giant’s recreation; and were he returning to earth, would 
nearly laugh himself dead again, at the portentous attempts of 
some of Ins critics to prove his nonsense sense, his blemishes 
beauties, and his worst puns fine wit ! 

The subtlety of Shakspere is one of his most wonderful 
qualities. Coleridge used to say, that he was more of a philo- 
sopher than a poet. His penetration into motives, his discern- 
ment of the most secret thoughts and intents of the heart, his 
discrimination of the delicate shades of character, the manner 
in which he makes little traits tell large tales, the complete 
grasp he has of all his characters, whom he lifts up and down 
like ninepins, the innumerable paths by which he reaches similar 
results, the broad, comprehensive maxims on life, manners, and 
morals, which he has scattered in such profusion over his 
writings, the fact that he never repeats a thought, figure, or 
allusion, the wonderful art -he has of identifying himself with 
all varieties of humanity — 'all proclaim the inexhaustible and 
infinite subtlety of his genius, and, when taken in connection 
with its power and loftiness, render him the prodigy of poets 
and of men. I once, when a student, projected a series of 
essays, entitled “ Sermons on Shakspere,” taking for my texts 
some of those profound and far-reaching sentences, which abound 
in him, where you have the fine gold, which is the staple of his 
works, collected in little knots, or nuggets of thick gnarled 
magnrScence. It was this quality in him which made a French 
au^or say, that, were she condemned to select three volumes 
for her whole library, the three would be. Bacon’s Essays, the 
Bible, and Shakspere. You can never open a page of his dramas 
without being startled at the multitude of sentences which have 
been, and are perpetually being, quoted. The proverbs of 
Shakspere, were they selected, would be only inferior to the 
proverbs of Solomon. 

YT\en I name purity as another quality of this poet, I may 
be thought paradoxical. And yet, when I remember his period, 
his circumstances, the polluted atmosphere which he breathed * 
when I compare his ^vritings with those of contemporary 
dramatists; when I weigh him in the scales with many of our 
modem authors; and when I remember that his ^vritings never 
seek to coiropt the imagination, to shake the principles, or to 
inlluencc the passions of men, I man'cl how thoroughly his 
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genius hns saved him, harmless, amid formidable difficulties, 
and say, that J^Iarina, in his own “ Pericles,” did not come forth 
more triumphantly scathlcss, than docs her poet. Let those 
who prate of Shakspere’s impurity first of all read him candidly ; 
secondly, read, if they can, Jlassingcr, or Beaumont and Fletcher; 
and, thirdly, if they have Bowdlcr’s contemptible Family Shak- 
spcrc, fling it into the fire, and take back the unmutilatcd copy 
to their book-shelves and their bosoms. The moonlight is not 
contaminated by shining on n dunghill, and neither is the genius 
of Shakspere by touching transiently, on its way to higher 
regions, upon low, loathsome, or uncertain themes. His lan- 
guage is sometimes coarse, being that of his age; his spirit, 
belonging to no age (would I could say the same of Burns, 
Byron, i\Ioorc, and Eugene Sue), is always clean, healthy, and 
beautiful. 

' His imagination and fancy are nearly equal, and, like two 
currents of air, arc constantly interpenetrating. They seem 
twins — ^thc one male, the other female. Not only do both stand 
ever ready to minister to the subtlest and deepest motions of 
his intellect, and all the exigencies of his plots (like spray, which 
decorates the river, when running under ground, as well as when 
shining in the sunlight), but he has, besides, committed himself 
to several distinct trials of the strength of both. The caldron 
in Macbeth stands up an unparalleled collection of dark and 
powerful images, all shining as if shoAvn in hell-fire, and accom- 
panied by a dancing, mirthful measure, which adds unspeakably 
to their horror. It is as though a sentence of deatli were given 
forth in doggerel. And, for light and fanciful figures, we may 
take either Titania’s speech to the Fairies, or the far-famed 
description of Queen Mab by Mercutio. In these passages, 
artistic aim is for a season abandoned. A single faculty, like 
a horse from a chariot stud, breaks loose, and revels and riots 
in the fury of its power. 

Shakspere’s wit and humour are bound together in general 
by the amiable band of good-nature. Wliat a contrast to Swift 1 
He loathes ; Shakspere, at the worst, hates. His is the slavering 
and ferocious ire of a maniac; Shakspere’s, that of a man. 
Swft broods like their shadow over the festering sores and the 
moral ulcers of humanity; Shakspere touches them with a ray 
of poetry, which beautifies, if it cannot heal. Gulliver is the 
day-book of a fiend ; Tiinoti is the magnificent outbreak of an 
injured angel. His wit, how fertile, quick, forgetive 1 Congreve 
and Sheridan are poor and forced in the comparison. How long 
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they used to sit hatching some clever conceit; and ■vvhat a 
cadding they made when it had chipped the shell ! Shakspem 
threw forth a Jlercutio or a Falstaff at once, each embod)Tng in 
himself a world of laughter, and there an end. His humour, 
how broad, rich, subtle, powerful, and full of genius and geniality 
it isl ^^^y, Bardolph’s red nose eclipses aU the dramatic 
characters that have succeeded. Ancient Pistol himself shoots 
do\\Ti the whole of the Farquhars, Wycherleys, Sheridans, 
Goldsmiths, and Grlmans, put together. Dogberry is the prince 
of donkej's, past, present, and to come, \\dren shall we ever 
have such another tinker as Qiristopher Sly? Sir Andrew 
Aguecheekl the verj’’ name makes you quake with laughter. 
And like a vast sirloin of English roast beef, rich and drippmg, 
lies along the mighty Falstaff, with humour oozing out of every 
comer and cranny of his vast corporation. 

BjTon describes man as a pendulum, between a smile and 
tear. Shakspere, the representative of humanity, must weep 
as well as laugh, and his tears, characteristically, must be large 
and copious. IVhat variety, as well as force, in his pathetic 
figures I Here pines in the centre of the forest the melancholy 
Jacques, musing tenderly upon the sad pageant of human life, 
finding sermons in stones, although not “ good in everjdiing,” 
now weeping beside a weeping deer, and now bursting out into 
elfish laughter, at the “ fool ” he found in the forest. Here 
walks and talks, in her guilty and desperate sleep, the Fiend 
Queen of Scotland, lighted on her way by the fire that never 
shall be quenched, which is already kindled around her, seeking 
in vain to sweeten her “ little ” band, on which there is a spot 
with which eternity must deal, and yet moving you to weep for 
her as you tremble. Here turns awa)" from men for ever the 
haughty Timon, seeking his low grave beside, and his only 
mourner in, the everlasting brine of the sea. Here the noble 
Othello, mad with imaginar)'' nrongs, bends over the bed of 
Desdcmona, and kisses ere he kills the purest and best of women. 
Here Juliet awakes too late from her fatal sleep, and finds a 
dead lover where she had hoped to find a living husband. Here 
poor Ophelia, garlanded with flowers, sinks into her pool of 
death — a pool which might again and again have been re- 
plenished from the tears which her storj'- has started. And here, 
once king of England, but now king of the miserable in evety 
clime once wise in evetything but love, now sublime in mad- 
ncss-^ncc wearing a royal coronet, now crowned wth the 
howling blackness of hea\-en above his grey dishevelled locks — 
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once clad iji pvirple, now \\Tcatlu*n" nroutul him fnntastic wTcaths 
of flower? — it is Lear who cries nloml — 

Yr hr Avon*;! 

K yr <lo Icivr olil inrn. i( your ?\vrct sw.ay 
H.illor,' ohfdirncr, if ypiir.^rlrfr ntf nlil, 

Nf.ihr U your MU'r — avruftr me of my douplUrr?, 

Tlint Shaksperc is tlic proatest genius the world ever saw is 
acknowledged now by nil sane men; for even France hns^ at 
last, after many a reluctant stnigglc, fallen into the procession 
of his admirers. But that Shakspere also is out of all sight and 
measure the finest artist that ever constructed a poem or drama, 
js a less general, arid yet a growing belief. By no mechanical 
rules, indeed, can his works l^. squared. But tried, as all great 
works should be, by principles of their own — principles which 
aftenvards control and crc.ate their true criticism (for it is the 
office of the critic to find out and expound the elements which 
mingled in the original inspiration — not to test them by a 
preconceived and arbitrary standard), and when, especially, you 
remember the object contemplated by the poet, that of mirror- 
ing the motley life of man, his works appear as wonderful in 
execution as in conception. Tlicir very faults are needed to 
prove them human, otherwise their excellences would have 
classed them with the di\'inc. 

It is amusing to read the criticism which the eighteenth 
century passed upon Shakspere. They did not, in fact, know 
very well what to make of him. They walked and talked 

about him, and about him.” I am reminded of the astonish- 
ment felt by the inhabitants of Lilliput at the discovery of 
Gulliver, the " Man Mountain.” One critic mounted on a 
ladder to get a nearer view of the phenomenon. Another peered 
at him through a telescope. A third insisted on strapping him 
down by the ligatures of art. A fourth measured his size 
geometrically. But all agreed, that, although much larger, he 
was much coarser and uglier than themselves; and expressed 
keen regret that so much strength was not united with more 
symmet^. He seemed to them a monster, not a man. Vol- 
taire, with the dauntless effrontery of a monkey, called him an 
enormous dunghill, with a few pearls scattered upon it — uncon- 
scously thereby re-enacting the part of Dogberry, and degrading 
from the monkey into the ass. 

In our day all this is changed. Shakspere no more seems a 
large lucky barbarian, with wondrous powers growing wild and 
struggling., but a wise man, wisely managing the most magni- 
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ficent gifts. His art — whether you regard it as mouldii^ his 
individual periods, or as regulating his plays — seems quite as 
wonderful as his. genius. Men criticise now even the successful 
battles of Napoleon, and seek very learnedly to show that be 
ought not to. have gained them, and that by all the rules of Ayar 
it was very ridiculous in him to gain them. But Shakspere’s 
great victories can stand every test, and are seen not only to be 
triumphs of overwhelming genius, but of consummate skill. 

Ere glancing at his plays individually, I would, first of all, try 
to divide them under various classes. The division winch 
occurs to me as the best, is that of his metaphysical, his imagina- 
tive, his meditative, his passionate, his historical, and his comic 
dramas. His metaphysical plays are, properly speaking, only 
two — Macbeth and King Lear. I call them metaphysicM, not 
in the common sense, but in Shakspere’s own sense of the word. 
Lady Macbeth says — 

Hie thee hither, 

That I may pour my spirits in thine ear, 

And chastise with the valour of my tongue, 

- AH that impedes thee from the golden round, 

Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem. 

To have thee crown’d withal. 

Metaphysics means here an agency beyond nature, and at the 
same time evil. Now, in Ma^eth, it is this metaphysical power 
which, through the witches, controls hke destiny the whole 
progress of ^e play. In Lear, not only does destiny brood 
over the whole, but the hell-dog of madness — which in Shakspere 
is metaphysicM power — is let loose. In some other plays, it is 
true, he introduces superhuman agents, but in these two alone 
all file springs seem moved by a dark unearthly power. _ By his 
■ imaginative plays, I mean those where his principal object is to 
indulge that one stupendous faculty of his. Such are the 
Tempest and the Midsummer Night’s Dream. These are selec- 
tions from his dream-book. By his meditative plays, I mean 
those in which incident, passion, and poetry are made subser- 
vient to the workings of subtle and reckless reflection. Such are 
Hamlet, Timon, and Measure jor Measure. His passionate plays 
— for example, Othello and Romeo and Juliet — are designed to 
paint, whether in simple or compound form, whether stationary, 
progressive, or interchanging, the passions of humanity. His 
historical and comic plays explain themselves. All his plays, 
indeed, have more or less of all those qualities, “ floating, 
mingling, interweaving.” But I have thus arranged them 
according to the master element and purpose of each. 
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Macduff, and Malcolm, have all this distinct colossal character. 
But the most interesting persons in the drama are the witches, 
Macbeth, and his dark Ladye! What unique' creations the 
witches are! Borderers between earth and hell, they have 
rhost of the latter. Their faces are faded, and their raiment 
withered in its fires. Their age seems supernatural; their 
ugliness, too, is not of the earth. A wild mirth mingles with 
their malice; they have a certain strange sympathy with their 
victims ; they fancy them, and toy with Macbeth wliile destroy- 
ing him, as a cat with a mouse. They do not ride on broom- 
sticks, nor even on winds; their motions have a dream-like 
rapidity and ease. They are connected, too, with a mythology 
of Shakspere’s own making, perfectly new and complete. They 
come and go, and you are left in total uncertainty as to their 
nature, origin, and history, and must merely say, “ the air hath 
bubbles as the water hath. And these are of them.” Alto- 
gether,' they are the most singular daughters of Shakspere; and 
you wonder what Desdemona, Cordelia, and Imogen would have 
thought of their Weird Sisters. 

Next comes the gloomy tyrant of Scotland, I figure him as a 
tall, strong, dark-haired, dark-eyed, black-browed mountaineer, 
possessing originally a strong, if not a noble nature. Ambition 
is dropped like hagseed by the fiends into his bosom, and in the 
progress of its growth makes him first a murderer, and ultimately 
a desperate madman. Not natively cruel, he at last, from the 
necessities of his career, must dine, breakfast, and supper on 
blood. Yet there is something to me exceedingly pensive as 
well as sublime in all the actions and utterances of Macbeth’s 
despair. It is a powerful nature at bay, and his language, in its 
fierce sweep — its lurid magnificence — its lofty yet melancholy 
tone — its wild moralising, reminds us of that which Milton puts 
into the mouth of the Prince of Darkness. Hear the celebrated 
lines : — 

Mac. Wherefore was that cry? 

Scy. The queen, my lord, is dead, 

Mac, She should have died hereafter, 

There would have been tinae for such a word — 

To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow; 

Creeps in this petty pace from day to day. 

To the last syllabic of recorded time; 

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 
The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle 
Life's but a walking shadow, a poor player, ’ 

Tliat struts and frets his hour upon the stage. 

And then is hc.ard no more; it is a talc * 

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, 

SigiUfying notliing. 
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How terribly has despair concentrated and sharpened the 
intellect which can^ in tire crisis of its fate^ thus moralise. I 
have sometimes compared Macbeth to Saul tlie unhappy Hing 
of Israel. Like him^ he has risen from a lower station; like 
himj he has cemented his tottering throne by blood; like him, 
he is possessed by an evil spirit; like him^ at last he becomes 
desperate. Macbeth hies to consult the Weird Sisters; Saul, 
the Philistines being upon him — ^Da\nd at a distance — ^Samuel 
dead — God refusing to answer him by Urim, or prophets, or 
dreams — goes in his extremity and knocks at the door of hell. 

About Lady Macbeth there has been much needless critical 
discussion. Some have painted her in colours supematurally 
dark and deformed, another and more hideous Hecate. Others 
have, in defending, gone so far as to make her almost amiable ; 
who, I suppose, kissed as she killed the sleeping grooms. I can 
coincide with neither of those notions — if, indeed, the latter have 
formed itself into a proper and solid notion. I look upon Lady 
Macbeth as a female shape of her husband — ^his shadow in the 
other sex — a specimen of the different effects which the same 
passion produces upon different sexes. The better the sex, the 
j worse are the e^’il consequences, comipiio opiutiuc pesstnr.a. 
I Even as a female infidel, or a female debaudiee is incomparably 
' worse than a male in similar predicaments; so with a female 
j murderer — one drained of all the feelings of humanity by the 
prevalence of a bad ambition. Foster speaks of Lady Z^facbeth's 
pure demoniac firmness — meanins; to intimate that she was 
originally worse than her husband, but, in reality, well describ- 
ing the more total and terrible induration which rice or cruelty 
i produces in a female bosom. It makes man a butcher, and 
; woman a fiend. These ven,- terms, indeed, arc .applied through 
Malcolm to the pair: — 

The dead butcher and hi? ficnd-like queen 

— ^words which, though uttered through the voice of an enemy, 
seem intended to convey Shakspere's own notion of tlicir 
ultimate characters: only ^Macbeth must be admitted to have 
become an inspired butcher ere the close ! 

And how thorouchlv in keeping their ditterent dooms! 
Macbeth, haring sinned as a man, dies like a man, in broad 
battle, with harness on his back, yielding rather to destiny 
than to the foe. His ladv. haring offended against the nobler 
code, and the higher natvire of woman, has a diticrent fate. 
After long internal anguish, expressed not to the full, even by 



201 


Shakspere — A Lecture 

; Surely Shakspere, when he wrote the Tempest, must have 
, been in the gladdest of all his moods. I fancy him writing it 
> on the first week of a beautiful spring, when nature leaps at 
j once out of the icy grasp of winter into summer’s full flush 
and glory, and when every heart leaps in unison, and finds a 
new joy and life-like heaven suddenly infused into it, and life, 
? love, beauty, and joy, seem for a season to compose all the 
[, categories of being. 

Hamlet is Shakspere’s grand poetical puzzle, confessedly the 
I most intellectual of all his dramas, and expresses most fully, 
although by no means most clearly, the results of his deep, 
I subtle, and long-continued musings upon man, and all tlie 
; strange phenomena by which, in this little life of his, he is 
surrounded. 

Coleridge once remarked, that Shakspere never seems to have 
come to his full height, else he had not been a man, but a 
monster. Had he written, we may add, ten plays equal to 
Hamlet, this monstrous growth had been complete. Its 
wisdom, so deep and varied — its calm mastery — its profusion 
; of incidents and characters — the skill with which the most 
contradictory elements, from a ghost to a gravedigger, are 
harmonised — the philosophic self-possession, united to the 
burning passion and the imaginative interest — the combina- 
tion of breadth and length, of height and depth — the mere size 
! of the canvas chosen — the mystic uncertainty of the whole co- 
! existing with singular clearness and finish in most of the parts 
j —the rapidity of the transitions — the unflagging spirit of the 
. dialogue, and the energy of the soliloquies — all go to constitute 
it a unique amid a world of uniques, the most wonderful of 
; wonders, the most Shaksperian of Shakspere’s works. Shaks- 
1 pere, in Hamlet, seems grmoing into that somewhat greater 
! than himself, for which at present we want a name, and was 
arrested, we might almost think, while becoming the ieriium 
quid between man and a superior order of intelligences. 

It is the point of view maintained in Hamlet which gives it 
its peculiar power as a meditative play. Hamlet is a man 
I loosened in a great measure from earth, although not utterly 
ej^perated against it. He sees it not at the point of the 
misanthrope, nor altogether at that of the maniac, but at that 
of one who is half-way toward both these characters. His 
sadness casts a moonlight of contemplation around all things, 
which, as it shines, now twists them into odd and mirthful 
attitudes, invests them now with shadow’y horror, and now 
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with pleasing gloom. Man and woman have both ceased to 
delight him, but have not ceased to be objects of eager interest, 
curiosity, and speculation. Driven by circumstances and 
temperament toward an insulated position, he pauses, in his 
full retreat from mankind, to record his impressions of them. 
Madame Roland, on her way to the scaffold, wished she had 
been able to record the strange thoughts which were rising in 
her mind. So Hamlet — a wounded deer seeking the forest of 
death, separated from men for ever — has, in immortal soliloquies, 
in pungent lines, in wild and whirling words, or in wilder laughter i 
uttered the strange ideas which he felt flocking around his mind^ 
Profound as wisdom itself are many of those thoughts, and 
expressed in sentences of the most compact significance. ; 

But this characteristic extends to the whole play. Hamlet! 
has infected all the subordinate characters with his own wisdory- 
Old Polonius talks at times like another Dr. Johnson; Ophelf 
is far too wise for one so young; the king himself hiccup 
aphorisms; and the ghost, while he says, “ Brief must I be, , 
smell the hour of dawn,” makes up for the brevity by the pitl 
of his speeches. Indeed, had Hamlet appeared in this century 
we should have said, that it was constructed on the principk 
of bringing in all the fine thoughte which had been accumulate 
ing for years on^th^ pages of its author’s note-book. But such! 
a practice was,^n Shal^pere’s day, unknown; and, in a writer! 
of his rich and spontaneous power, is unlikely, if not impossible. ■ 

In Hamlet, strong distemperature of mind ministers the 
principal part of the interest. It is so, too, with his Winter’s 
Tale, his Othello, his Timon of Athens, his King Lear, and his 
Macbeth. These are dreams of Shakspere’s darker moods for 
the smile of the “ gentle Willy ” disguised often wild tumults 
of thought and feeling, and resembled that red morning sun- 
shine which introduces long days of tempest. There was a 
vein in Shakspere’s heart running in a deep and secret channel 
seldom disclosed, but which found now and then a fearful vent 
in_ his impersonations of the jealous lover, the maniac the 
misanthrope, the murderous king, or the wild, changeful, witty, 
exasperated, and more than half-maddened prince. In th'ise 
he is thoroughly in earnest; the large iron which has pieced 
a large soul is boldly displayed; and, under a thin mask,' you 
see the biggest of human hearts agitated to agony, and the most 
sweet-blooded of men doing well to be angry even unto death. 
It IS terribly sublime to stand by the shore of an angry Shakspere, 
and to see him, like the troubled sea, casting out a furious, yet 
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Tainbow-tinted spray^ against the hollowness and the abuses 
of human society, and making sport, for a season, of man 
bimself! Thus Timon seems to fling Ls platters of hot water 
past his flatterers upon humanitj’- at large; thus Lear shrieks 
up questions to the heavens, whidi make the gloomy curtains of 
night to shiver; thus Macbeth, when not hewing at his enemies, 
is cutting, with a like desperate hand, at the problems of human 
life and destiny; and thus Hamlet, while dancing on his wild 
erratic way to his uncle’s death, tramples on many an ancient 
.jaw, and makes many a popular error to tremble below liis 
uncontrollable feet. 

This , did not, as some might imagine, arise from the necessity 
of fully impersonating certain eccentric characters; for, first, 
why did he create or select such characters at all? and, secondly, 
ould he have presented them Avith such effect AAothout pro- 
found sjmpathy for them? Shakspere was not a mere mimic 
jjf mockmg-bird : he spoke out of the abundance of a universal 
jieart, he reproduced himself in many of his characters, and 
^us frequent choice and con amore treatment of dark and morbid 
fUbjects, seem conclusively to show that there was a fever 
fiomewhere in his own system, although it has often been 
identified, and that, on the whole, justly, with aU that is genial 
and gentle. It was, indeed, a priori impossible that a being 
who fonned the microcosm and mirror of humanity should not 
reflect its shadows as weU as its lights; and tliat, as the repre- 
sentative of man, he should not pass through man’s hour of 
darkness. 

There is no play in all Shakspere’s works, if we, perhaps, 
except Timon and Lear, Avhere the interest and power are so 
inextacably interwoven with the main character as in Hamlet. 
He is the play. Compared to him, the other characters seem 
shadows as unsubstantial as his father’s ghost. That ghost 
himself is hardly so interesting as his son. Like shadows sway- 
ing to the motions of their substances, do the various characters 
obey Hamlet’s changeful whims, jneld to his tempestuous rage, 
and echo his wnld wisdom. Never was the overbearing influence 
of one driven on the wind of destinj-^, over idle and common- 
place personages, more powerfully displayed . Truly, the slightest 
whisper of real despair is thunder, its merest toucli is iron, its 
breath an irresistible tempest! It will bespeak a visitor from 
the other world, “ although all hell should yanm; ” it will make 
a ghost ’’ of any one who dares to stand in its fierce way. 

Many critics, while seeking to unravel the mysteiy of Hamlet’s 
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inbc‘*nal/’ the existence of a future world, and the influence of 
ui buyer with God, are recognised in language so decided, and in 
hunsnianncr so sincere, that we arc led, and many may be driven, 
paso the conviction, that this most profound of dramas — this 
up woadest of all panoramic \ncws of human nature, and life, and 
ai"lestiny — a view caught on the shuddering brink and from the 
is Tearful angle of all but madness — is not a libel upon the Divine 
li Author like the nor a prean sheathed in blasphemy like 

’ .the Fausl, but that, in spirit, tone, and language, it doth 

Assert Eternal Providence, 

And vindicate the waj's of God to man. 

And if Havilct explains not, and if it even deepens in some 
measure the mystery of human guilt, it at the same time 
proclaims, trumpet-tongued, the clear certainty of present 
punishment, and the strong probability of future retribution. 

^ ^^fl^at Shakspere’s theological creed was, we do not profess 
j to know. An author recently maintains that he was an ideal 
I pantheist, and quotes in proof of it his words in Macbeth — “ we 
^ are such stuff as dreams are made of,” and the famous finale of 
. Prospero. But Prospero’s speech is merely a paraphrase of the 
, Scripture statement — “ all these things shall be dissolved.” 

I And Macbeth’s words are more in keeping wth the moment in 
his history, when, in the prospect of death, and in the madness 
of desperate guilt, all things were becoming unreal and swimming 
around his vision, than they are expressive of his Creator’s calm 
and settled opinion. The murderer is hunted back into the 
refuge of atheism, and, sleepless himself, would seek to identify 
sleep and death. “ Our little life is rounded with a sleep.” As 
if he said, \vith a ghastly smile — “ sleep has forsaken me, and 
thus rendered my life a hideous fragment, a yawning chasm; 
but death cannot so fly : it must close and complete my career.” 
But he who speaks of “ sleep ” with Macbeth, speaks also of 
“dream” with Hamlet. Whatever Shakspere’s notion of 
religious matters, however, might be, it is interesting to know 
that his theory of morals, as it may be gathered from his greater 
and more serious plays, is essentially sound. This may not 
appear to some a matter of much consequence; but, as it is 
pleasing now and then to turn from commonplace clocks, and 
to learn the hour from a sun-dial, so we like sometimes to look 
away from ^sterns of moral philosophy, to the living and sunht 
tables of this great master of human nature. To others, again, 
his deliverances on such subjects may possibly seem oracular, 
as from a new Dodona seated among the oaks of the Avon, 
p 318 
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The intellectual and poetical qudities of Shakspere find id 
Hamlet ample scope for display. It is the longest of his dramas, 
and at the same time, the richest. The sun of semi-madness, 
vertical above, has produced a wild and tropical lujoiriance of 
imagery. Every sentence is starred. No play of his contains 
at once so much sense and so much nonsense, so much bombastic 
verse and so much dense and pointed prose, so much extra- 
vagant hcence of fancy and so much profound insight. And so 
broad is the canvas, that there is ample room in it for all those 
extremes : they never interfere or jostle ; the profoundest prac- 
tical philosophy and the wildest raving here meet together: 
“ vice and a radiant angel ” embrace eadi other; and Billings- 
gate like that of a drab, and eloquence and apprehension like 
that of a god, are united, if not reconciled. It is this exceeding 
comprehension of view which has rendered Hamlet the true 
“ Psalm of Life,” exhibiting it, not partially, or by selection, or 
in colours, but calotyping it calmly and sternly as a mystic, 
fantastical, but real whole. 

Across this broad picture, Shakspere has caused to shoot one 
ray from tlie unseen world. We refer, of course, to the ghost 
There is nothing which shows more the delicate and masterly 
handling of a Creator (who loves, understands, and treats 
tenderly his own children, not, like a plagiarist and stepfather, 
ignorantly and despitefully uses them) Qian the management 
of this awful visitor. The words “ horribly beautiful ” are 
applicable to him, and to him alone. There is not one vulgar 
element about him. He is — shall we say? — a perfect gentle- 
man, and has a “ courteous action.” One desire, that of 
revenge, bums in his bosom, but it bums rather against the 
crime than the criminal. He leaves his wife " to Heaven, and 
to the thorns ” in her oivn breast. In his last appearance 
while the queen is affrighted at Hamlet’s ecstacy, he tells him 
in compassion, to “ step between her and her fighting soul.” 
And how admirably has Shakspere caught the tme shape, form 
and figure of a spiritual being, such as we at present conceive., 
of itl He is not a vague vapour; he is “clad in comT-Jr'- 
steel; ” his beard is visible, “ a sable silvered; ” his “ ' 
up;” his countenance is “very pale,” but “mor' 
than in anger; ” he has come from literal “ fire,” anr 
feelings, and language, resemble those of one stij ' 
yet, around the steel, and the beaver, and tl 
hangs a haze of spiritual mystery and terror, v 
receives effect from the materialism of the / 
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“ vanishes at the crowing of the cock.” He passes, like heat, 
through the solid ground. Shakspere has thus avoided the 
extremes of representing a ghost in too shadowy or too j^oss a 
light — of spinning tliis grisly thread too thickly or too thin — to 
homespun or to gossamer. His shadow is somctlring of a 
substance, and his substance is something of a shade. 

And such a nondescript form, too, appears at first Hamlet 
himself — a ghost among men, the phantom son of a phantom 
sire, neither a hero nor a coward, neither right flesh and blood 
nor a mere abstraction, armed, like Satan, “ with what seemed 
both sword and shield,” and yet, like him, shrinking away, at 
times, from the contest. He stands between the living and the 
dead, and seems to disdain all critical classification. He may- 
be compared to one of those shifting shapes, met witli in water, 
mist, or cloud, which appears, at one angle and from one dis- 
tance, a palace; at another, a temple; at a third, a misshapen 
monster; and at a fourth, a man. Thus, Hamlet, at one time, 
and to one obseiv-er, seems the bravest and strongest of men; 
anon, the weakest and most cowardly : at one time, devout and 
rational; at another, a fierce and profane babbler: now, an 
ardent lover; and now, a heartless insulter of the woman he 
had professed to love: now, prompt in action to rashness; and 
now, slow to indolence and fatuity: now, a counterfeit of mad- 
ness; and now, really insane: now, the most cunning, and now 
the most careless, of men : now a rogue, now a fool, now a wfise • 
man, and now a heterogeneous compound of all three. Twenty 
theories have been propounded of him; all have been plausibly 
based on particular points in his character; and yet no theory 
hitherto is entirely, or even approximately, complete; each is 
serviceable chiefly in blowing out the one immediately before 
itself : and still Hamlet seems, as he stands, shrouded and shift- 
mg to every breath, to say to his critics, as he said to Rosen- 
crantz and Guildenstem, “ You would play upon me; you 
would seem to know my stops; you would pluck out the heart 
of my mystery; you would sound me from the lowest note to 
the top of my compass; and there is rnuch music, excellent 
voice, in this little organ, yet cannot you make it speak” 

We happen at present to have beside us only two of those 
itwenty “ soundings,” and beg leave to say something of them, 
ere propounding our own view. The first is that of Dr. Johnson. 
It comes, as Hamlet would say, “ trippingly ofi the tongue,” 
and is written wth more than his usual careless rotundity and 
lazj' elaboration of style. It commences by praising, very 
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properly, the “ variety ” of the play. But what does the doctor 
mean by the “merriment” it excites? Surely it is “very 
tragical mirth.” Even in the laughter of this drama, its heart 
is sad. Hamlet and a gravedigger are the two jesters! And 
while the wit of tlie one is wild, reckless, turbulent, like the glee 
of the darhned, that of the other has a death-rattle in its throat, 
and, returned to us on the echoes of the grave, produces an 
unspeakably dreary effect. Dr. Johnson adds, “ The pretended 
madness of Hamlet causes much mirth.” This we question. 
At least us it has always impressed with a feeling of melancholy. 
Indeed, the lighter parts of the play, consisting more of wit than 
of humour, excite rather wonder at the sharp turns, lively sallies, 
and fierce retorts of a stung spirit, than any broad and genial 
laughter. He says, that “ some scenes neither forward nor 
retard the action.” This we may grant; but are not these in 
fine keeping with the “slow, reluctant” delay of the hero? 
Shakspere must linger, in sympathy with Hamlet. Nay, this 
was sometimes, as we have seen, the manner of the poet. An 
inspired loiterer, he now and then leans over some beautiful 
stream, or pauses at some fine point of prospect, or strikes into 
some brief byway of humour, or character, or pathos, even when 
his day’s journey, and the day itself, are both drawing to a 
close. For why? He was a man, not a railway machine; and, 
besides, as his soul had its habitual dwelling in summer, his 
days were all long. 

He says, that “ Hamlet was an instrument rather than an 
agent,” but suggests no reason why Shakspere has made him 
so. He charges, finally, the play with “ a lack of poetical 
justice and poetical probability. The apparition left the regions 
of the dead to little purpose. The revenge which he demands 
is not obtained but by the death of him who is required to take 
it; and the gratification which would arise from the destruction 
of a usurper and a murderer is abated by the death of Ophelia, 
the young and beautiful, the harmless and the pious.” But, 
first, the apparition’s object was gained — the ghost did not 
leave the grave in vain — the murderer was detected, and died; 
and, secondly, Shakspere probably consulted something higher 
than our “ gratification.” He sought, probably, the broad 
moral purpose we have already expressed; and, if questioned 
as to poetical justice, might have replied in words similar to 
those of Scott — perhaps the noblest passage, in a moral point 
of view, in all that writer’s works — “ A character of a lofty 
stamp is degraded, rather than exalted, by an attempt to reward 
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virtue with temporal prosperity. Such is not the recompense 
which Providence has deemed w'orthy of suffering merit, and 
it is a dangerous and fatal doctrine, that rectitude of conduct 
and of principle are either naturally allied with, or adequately 
rewarded by, the gratification of our passions, or attainment 
of our wshes. In a word, if a virtuous and self-denied character 
is dismissed -with temporal wealth, greatness, or rank, the reader 
will be apt to say, * Verily, virtue has had its reward.’ But a 
glance at the great picture of life will show that duty is seldom 
thus remunerated.” And Avhat is true of the apportionment 
of the gifts of Providence is true also of its evils. It were 
degrading to a lofty character, not only to enrich it with uniform 
good fortune, but to give it an unnatural insulation from the 
great and wide ruin which is produced by guilt. 

Wc pass to Goethe’s far more celebrated account of Hamlet, 
of which the Edinburgh Revieto declares, that there is “ nothing 
so good in all our own commentators — no thing at once so poetical, 
so feeling, and so just.” After a beautiful picture of Hamlet’s 
original ch^cter, and a paraphrase of his story, Goethe says, 
“ to me it is clear that Shakspere meant to represent the effects 
of a great action laid upon a soul unfit for the performance of 
it.” And then follows the well-known and exquisitely-beautiful 
figure — “ An oak-tree is planted in a costly jar, which should 
have borne only pleasant flowers in its bosom; the roots ex- 
pand, the jar is shivered. A loveljq pure, noble, and most 
moral nature, without the strength of nerve which forms a 
hero, smks beneath a burden which it cannot bear, and must 
not cast away.” This is very fine, but is it true ? Does it open 
the lock of Hamlet’s character? Does it account for all, or for 
the most, of the mj’^steries connected \vith it? 

Now, we do not find any proofs that Hamlet was peculiarly 
weak of nerve; nay, we find many proofs to the contrary. Did 
he not front his father’s spirit in arms? Did he not rebuke 
his mother, and pink old Polonius, mistaking him for his uncle ? 
Did he not bravely confront Laertes, and at last stab the king? 
These actions and others seem to prove him endowed with the 
“Nemean lion’s nerve;” and, although he more than once 
charges lumself ndth cowardice, yet this occurs always in 
passages where he seems to be beating about in search of causes 
for his conduct, and to be lashing himself, by imaginaiy- argu- 
ments, mto rage. Nor does Shsfepere wish to represent him 
as peculiarly delicate and tender. He seems rather an oak than 
a flower-jar, though it be an oak shaken by the wind. No 
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namby-pamby sentimentalist had he ever been, but a brave, 
strong man, whose melancholy and exasperation bring forth, 
in tumultuous profusion, the excessive riches of a prematurely 
thoughtful and very powerful soul. Hi s is manifestly no weakly 
elegant and graceful nature unhinged; but a strong, rarely- 
gifted, and bold spirit, in anguish, uncertainty, aberration, and 
despair. Though there were no other evidence, the vigour and 
tact discovered in the trick passed upon Rosencrantz and 
Guildenstem, in sending them to be executed instead of him- 
self, prove that he was an energetic and not a feeble character. 
So that, although Goethe has extracted “ music ” from this 
strange mstniment, he has not “ plucked out ” the heart of its 
mystery. 

Let us now come to state our o^vn impressions, which we do 
not propound as dogmatically certain, but simply as highly 
probable. 

First, then, we do not think that Shakspere ever intended 
Hamlet for a thoroughly consistent and regular character 
swayed always by intelligible motives, and adjusted, in hi 
actions, either according to fixed principles or to steady current 
of passion. He meant to show us a mind of great general power 
and warm passions, liable to every species of whim and caprice 
and at last, through the force of melancholy and minglinj 
circumstances, partially unhinged — aware, however, of this 
and with astuteness enough to turn the real aberration into i 
means for supplying evidence for the existence of the assumed 
Such a nondescript being, hovering between the worlds of realit} 
and insane dream, Shakspere chose, that he might survey man- 
kind from a new and strange angle, and through a medium 
which should bring out more forcibly the mysterious con- 
trasts of human life. Hamlet is a being all but loosened from 
humanity, whom we sec bursting tie after tie which had bound 
him to his kind, and sun^eying them at last almost from an 
ideal altitude. He is a “ chartered libertine,” with method in 
his madness, and with madness in his method, and who, whether 
he rushes or pauses on his uncertain path — now with the rush 
of the cataract above, and now with the pause of the deep pool 
below — is sure to dash a strong and lawless light upon the 
subjects or the persons he encounters. He becomes thus a 
quaint and mighty mask, from behind which Shakspere speaks 
out sentiments which he could not else have so freely disclosed * 
^d-^hall we say? — the great dramatist has used Hamlet as 

Turpin did Black Bess— he has drenched him with the wine 
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of demi - dcningcmcnt, and then accomplislicd his perilous 
ride. 

Secondly, Hamlet’s conduct is entirely what might have been 
expected from the construction of his mind, and the effect sad 
circumstances have produced upon him. He is “ everything 
by turns, and nothing long.” No deep passion of any kind can 
root itself in his mind, although a hundred passions pass and 
repass, and rage and subside within his soul. He well spe.aks 
of himself as consisting of divers “ parts,” His very convictions 
are not profound. He at first implicitly believes the word of 
the ghost as to his unde’s guilt, but afterwards his belief falters, 
and he has to be reassured by the matter of the play. The 
mask of total madness he snatches up, wears con amorc for 
awhile, and then wearies of it, and drops it, and Uren resumes 
it again. This, too, explains his conduct to Ophelia. He loves 
her; but his love, or its expression, yields for a time to the 
paroxysm of the passions excited by the ghost; it returns, like 
a demon who had been dismissed, in sevenfold force, and he 
rushes into her ap.artment, and goes through antics, partly to 
sustain his assumed character of madness, but principally as 
the wild outcome of real love; his passion is again overlaid by 
the whirling current of events, but breaks out at last, like a 
furnace, at her grave. So, too, with his desire for ^’^cngeance 
on his father’s murderer. It has lighted, not as Goethe has it, 
on a feeble, but on a flighty nature; the oak is not in a tiny 
jar, it is planted in a broad field, but a field where there is not 
much “ depth of earth,” and where many other trees growing 
beside draw a portion of that depth away. It is not the want 
j of nerve; he could kill the king, in a momentary impulse, as 
he killed Polonius, but he cannot form or pursue any strong 
I and steady plan for his destruction; if that plan, at le^t, 
required time for its development. Other feelings, too, interfere 
with its accomplishment. There is at times in his mmd a 
reluctance to the task, as a work of butchery the butche^ of 
an , uncle and a stepfather. Regard for his mother s feelings, 
and the consequences to result on her, is no stranger to his s^l, 
and serves to cool his ardour and to excuse his delay. The 
desire of vengeance never, in short, becomes the main ^d 
master passion of his mind, and this, simply, because tliat 
powerful, but morbid and jangled mind is incapable of a master 
passion, and of the execution of a fixed purpose. One con- 
sistency only is there in Hamlet’s character, that of subtle and 
poetic intellect. This penetrates with its searching light every 
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nook and corner of the play, follows him through all the wind- 
ings of his course, unites in some measure the contr^ictoiy 
passions which roll and fluctuate around him, inspirits his 
language into eloquence, wit, and wisdorn, and makes him the 
jacile princeps of Shakspere’s fools— those illustrious personages 
who “ never say a foolish thing, and never do a wise one.” 
Such a “ foremost fool of all this world,” with brilliant powers, 
uncertain will, and “ scattery ” purposes and passions, is 
Hamlet the Dane, as, at least, he appears to us after much ^d 
careful pondering of his character. Throw into the crucible 
strong intellect, vivid fancy, irregular will, fluctuating courage, 
impulsive and inconstant feelings, an excitable heart, a melan- 
choly temperament, and add to these the damaging, weakening, 
yet mfuriating influences of a father’s murder, a mother’s 
marriage, the visit of a ghost, an unsettled passion for Ophelia, 
the meddling interference of a weak father-in-law, the spectacle 
of a disturbed and degraded country, the feeling of his own 
incapacity for fixed resolve or permanent energy of passion, 
and from this weird mixture there will come out a Hamlet, in 
all his strength and weakness, wisdom and folly, energetic com- 
mencements and lame and impotent conclusions, insane and 
aimless fury, and strong, sudden gleams of resolution and valour, 
vain and sounding bombast, and clear, terse, and inspired 
eloquence. What weakness he has does not lie so much in any 
one part of his mind, as in the want of proper management and 
^asp of his powers as a whole. Partially insane he is, but his 
insanity is tiie reverse of a monomania; it arises from the 
confusion and too rapid succession of moods and feelings, which 
he cannot consolidate into a whole, or press into one strong, 
narrow current, running on to his purpose 

As the Pontick sea 

To the Propontick and the Hellespont. 

Is it too much to call him a sublime and sententious, an earnest 
and eloquent fool? 

Yet it is clear that Shakspere had a peculiar and profound 
sympathy with Hamlet. He lingers beside him long. He 
lavishes all his wealth upon him. He seems to love to look 
out at mankind through the strange -window of those wild eyes. 

this because Hamlet was (as is generally supposed) the 
child of his mature age, or was it from a certain fellow-feeling? 
Hamlet is what Shakspere would have been, had he ever been 
thoroughly soured, and had that magnificent head of his 
ever begun to reel and totter. Had Shakspere, like Swift 
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Johnson, Byron, and Scott, a fear of “ dying a top,” and has 
he shot out that awful fear into his impersonation of the Prince 
of Denmark, and thus relieved and carried it off? 

The general moral of the play has been stated above; but 
there are besides numberless minor morals, as well as separate 
beauties, scattered in golden sentences throughout, which must 
be familiar to all. There is the picture of man, in his strange 
contrarieties of wormhood and godhood — ^his head of gold, and 
his feet of miry clay — compacted out of all contradictions; 
and who — even as the Andes include in their sweep, from the 
ocean below to the hoary head of Chimborazo above, all climates, 
seasons, and productions of earth — touches, as he ascends, all 
conditions of being, and runs parallel to all the gradations of 
tie universe. Pascal, Herbert, Young, and Pope, have written 
in emulous and eloquent antithesis on the same theme; but 
they all pale before this one expression of Hamlet’s (after a 
matchless enumeration of man’s noble qualities) — “ this quint- 
ssence of dust" "Where in literature such an anticlimax? 
!uch a jerking do\vn of proud pretensions; such tv'o worlds of 
■lescription and satire condensed into two words? This, and 
: nany other expressions here, and in other of Shakspere’s works, 

' ■)rove what an accusing spirit, what a myriad-armed and 
nngued misanthrope, he might have been! But a soured 
Shsdcspere is a thought difficult to be entertained. 

The two famous soliloquies, again, seem “ God’s canon against 
' self-slaughter ” versified. They have, we doubt not, deterred 
many a rash spirit from suicide. If they do not oppose it upon 
the highest ground, they do it on one generally intelligible and 
powerful. The prayer of the guilty king is worth a thousand 
dull homilies on the subject. It points to the everlasting 
distinction between a sinful, and a sinner's prayer. The advice 
of Polonius to his son is full of practical wisdom; but, owing 

the contrast with the frozen stupidity of the man from whom 
it comes, reminds us of a half-melted and streaming mass of 
ice. The irony and quaint moral which gild the skull in the 
grav^ard, till it glEires and chatters, are in keeping wilh the 
wild story and wilder characters, but are not devoid of edifyi^ 
instruction to those who can surpass the first shudder of dis- 
gust. And the character and fate of Ophelia convey, in the 
most plaintive manner, a still tenderer and more delicate 
lesson. 

Surely Shakspere was the greatest and most humane of all 
mere moralists. Seeing more clearly than mere man ever saw 
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into the evils of human nature and the corruptions of society 
into the natural weakness and the acquired vice of man^ he 
yet love, pity, forget his anger, and clothe him in the mci.- 
light of his genius, like the sun, who, in certain days of pef'”'' 
balm and beauty, seems to shed his beams, like an amnesvj 
upon all beings. But we must not forget that Shakspere is n 
pattern for us — that this very generosity of heart seems, " 
fear, to have blinded him to the special character and adapt 
tions of the Christian scheme — and that we, as Christians, 
not mere philanthropists, are bound, while pitying the guilt 
to do indignant and incessant battle against that giant Som> 
thing, for which sin is but a feeble name, which slew our Saviou 
and which has all but ruined our race. 

I have dwelt so long on Hamlet, that I must now hurry to 


close. 

With regard to Shakspere’s critics and commentators, I wi 
not say, vnth Hazlitt, that “ if you would see the greatness < 
human genius, read Shakspere; if you would see the smallnes 
of human learning, read his commentators.” But I will saj 
that I have learned more of Shakspere from Hazlitt than fror 
any other quarter, except from Shakspere himself. 

In preparing these cursory remarks upon Shakspere, I hav 
studiously avoided re-reading any works upon the subject, 
may, however, recommend to those who wish to sail out farthe 


upon tliis great ocean — Johnson’s Preface to Shakspere (excellen 
so far as it goes), Hazlitt’s Characters of Shaltspere's Plays 
Schlegel’s Lectures on Dramatic Literature, Mrs. Jameson oj 
Shakspere’s Female Characters, and an admirable series whicl 
appeared in Blackioood, entitled Shakspere in Germany. 

I close by claiming a high place for this poet among the 
benefactors of liis kind. With august philanthropists, Hovvard 
or Wilberforce, we may not class him. Into that seventh 
heaven of invention, where Milton and Dante dwelt he came 
only sometimes, not for want of power, but because his sphere 
was a wider and larger one— he had business to do in the veins 
of the earth as well as in the azure depth of air. But if force 
of genius— sympathy with every form and every feeling of 
humanity—the heart of a man united to the ima^rination of a 
poet, and wielding the Briarean hands of a dernigod— if the 
thirty-two plays which are colouring to this hour the 

n iW. m harmless happiness 

minT^TrU the stimulation of innumLblc 

nunds-if the promotion of the spirit of charity and of universal 
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jrotherhood — if these constitute for mortal man titles to the 
lame of benefactor, and to that praise which ceases not with 
;he sun, but expands into immortalit)’-, the name and the praise 
nust support the throne which Shakspere has established over 
the minds of the inhabitants of an earth which may be known 
In other parts of the universe as “ Shakspere’s world.” 
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cat, drink, sleep, mid die, at railway speed. If not,- we fear the 
ca3e of many of our poets is hopeless, and that others, besides 
the author of Silent Love would be wise to enjoy their present 
laurels, for verily there are none else for them. 

Seriously, we hope that much of Crabbe’s writing will every 
year become less and less readable, and less and less easily 
understood; till, in the milder day, men shall have difficulty 
in believing that such physical, mental, and moral degradation, 
as he describes, ever existed in Britain; and till, in future 
encyclopaedias, his name be found recorded as a powerful but 
barbarous writer, writing in a barbarous age. The like may be 
the case with many, who have busied themselves more in re- 
calling the past or picturing the present, than in anticipating 
the future. But there are, or have been among us, a few who 
have plunged beyond their own period, nay, bevond “ all ages ” 
— ^who have seen and shown us the coming eras : 

As in_a cradled Hercules you trace 

The lines of empire in his infant face 


and whose voice must go down, in tones becoming more authori- 
^tive as they last, and in volume becoming vaster as they roll, 
like thunden^s and many waters, through the minster 

of all future toe; in lower key, concerting with those more 
a'Hjil voices from mthm the veil which have already shaken 
J uttered once “ more,” shall shake not earth 
wehavenl'wdrt^'!' ^‘Shdestmy! but not his whose portrait 

ne^^ ^d i'^^ but not his physical lik«- 

like thi^^^f of n ^ blended with our thoughts, 

old man np-mW j r® lather. We see the venerable 

flowers Ld wLds ^ botanical excursion, laden with 

Si a ;? i “vary 

narrow forehead his CTev^S?^V^ ^ P?etry), with his high 

clean dress somewhat Sffled ^Jhp^^ glan^g shoe-buckles, his 

his simple abstracted^ir Wp^t woods, his mild countenance, 
gaze, following m thought tbp A become abstracted as we 
struggles-his lovSf. ^ outhne of his history-his early 
where, on the brink of '^®ptures m London — his journal, 

" 0 Sally jor you ” bis affecting words 

his return to his native pla?e— hfs ^^^ing orders— 

■''t what his old cSeasies tho»KS„‘''or 
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his marriage — the entry, more melancholy by far than the others 
^ade years after in reference to it, “ ycl happiness was dented ” 
j^the publication of his different works — the various charges 
e occupied — his child-like surprise at getting so much money 
W Hall — his visit to Scotland — his mistaking the 

ighland diiefs for foreigners, and bespeaking them in bad 
^rench — ^liis figure as he went, dogged by the caddie through 
he lanes of the auld town of Edinburgh, which he preferred 
infinitely to the new — the “ aul’ fulc ” he made of himself in 
of a second wife, etc. etc.; so absent do we become in 
thinking over all this, that it disturbs his abstraction; he starts, 
iisks us in to his parsonage, and we are about to accept 
the offer, when we awake, and, lo ! it is a dream. 



